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initiatory Crisis 


Genuine initiatory crises are absolutely necessary for the creation of the Noctulian and the 
entrance into the undead state. The silence of dwelling in the eye of the storm, a symbolic 
representation of the undead state that is Noctulian existence, can only be obtained by 
traversing the path of harsh, brutal ordeals that are the hallmark of our alchemical change 
process. Like when approaching the eye of a hurricane, the winds of ordeal and forced 
transfiguration will become harsher and more intense as one approaches the eye. It is only 
through real, genuine initiatory crises that one can reach the Noctulian state. The initiatory 
crises that are prerequisite must include real tragedy, real horror and real testing. This is not 
simply promethean overcoming, as the Noctulian is not simply an aphorism for a Satanic Adept. 
The current of the Tempel ov Blood is very specific and involves treading a sideward path 
towards a paradigm of existence that is alien and inimical to the cosmic life force, 
Transformation necessarily must be perverse and filled with elements of terror due to the fact 
that the entity that emerges after breakthrough is an abomination in quintessence, rather than 
being the ’next rung on the evolutionary ladder’ per se. Specific methods of self-engineering 
must be employed to produce specific entities. 


For many, the harshness and the absurd nature of pursuing the alchemical change process 
according to Noctulian standards will be too much to bear. There are many groups and systems 
available for those who wish to follow a more humane approach and we do not dissuade those 
who are better suited for an alternative method to go their own way. However, if one wishes to 
aspire towards the Noctulian state, if one wishes to enter into the TOB Blood Pool, then 
discipline and fanatical commitment to our way must be adhered to. If you fail you will face 
the inevitable torture that comes with associating with the blood currents of the TOB and 
embracing the Abyss - if you succeed you will also face the inevitable torture that comes with 
associating with the blood currents of the TOB and embracing the Abyss. One may decide to no 
longer embrace the denizens of the Abyss, however, the denizens of the Abyss, once contacted, 
will persistently be interested in embracing you. 


A bleak path lies before you, strewn with the blood of those that have gone before and 
advancement in the path involves an increase, not a decrease, in the awareness of darkness. 


Blood Feeding 


All aspiring Noctulians must feed. Upon what do you feed? The blood essence of humans. One 
may consume the blood essence of the human herd via direct draining procedures while 
Gisembodied in the astral state. One may also consume the blood essence of a human via 
sympathetic contact, sight and touch. What is the grim secret to this Wamphyric Art that is 
often denied by vampiric orders? It is the fact that engineering pain - psychic and physical - real 
el deeds done towards a specific target in the flesh to put it plainly, is very useful in releasing 
the flow from your human victim. Coercing your victims into states of psychological stress - or 


even psychological terror - psychical pain - or even physical pain - will work wonders in allowing 
you to feed heavily upon them. This blood essence - once consumed - will attract the denizens 
of the Abyss and they, via inducing insanity in the initiate and allowing the initiate to peer 
thfbugh the horrid vortices of the void and backwards darkness - will aid in your 
transformation. Employing black arts methods for harm should be used in tangent with blood 
feeding - this means employing curses as well as more practical methods. A TOB initiate is 
encouraged - and expected - to curse and feed indiscriminately. 


The Blood Pool 


When one enters into the Tempel ov Blood once becomes part of the TOB Blood Pool. What 
does this mean? It means that the blood that you drain from humans is in like manner drained 
from you - by the Inner Family of Noctulians higher in the hierarchy. The pinnacle of this 
feeding process is the Blood Father of the Inner Family. The Blood Father is a vortex that twists 
and distorts the blood currents and then channels this downward towards the larger TOB Blood 
Family. His black hand is upon you and his touch drains you of the blood essence that you have 
culled from humans. He is a vortex that twists and distorts the blood currents. His mercy is the 
blood currents that have been twisted and distorted which he sends down as a rain of astral 
energy only to those of the TOB - those of the family. This blood essence, rather than simply 
being vitalizing (as is the blood essence that you, the initiate, cull from the human herd), is 
possessed of properties that coerce transformation and transfiguration according to Noctulian 
principles. The rain of mercy from our Blood Father aids in the creation of the Noctulian - in 
tangent with practical acts of evil done in the world - and the pains and rigors of ordeal and 
initiatory crises. This is one of essential secrets of the alchemical change process revealed. 


NIGHT OF SATAN 


TOB 


Gwydion made an exit from his older model automobile, stretched lazily, then shut the door 
(without bothering to lock.) Above him stretched the pale biue of oncoming twilight; before 
him loomed a rather nondescript but indulging (after a fashion) structure which could not be 
mistaken for anything but a modern shopping mall. As if to prove this point, Gwydion’s senses 
perked appreciably as the smell of cotton-candy perfume and the sound of youthful chittering 
caused him to turn and investigate. 


Three modern maidens of the freshmen variety passed Gwydion without so much as a glance at 
him or his less-than-impressive vehicle. Their moon-like faces sparkled with glitter and oddly 
colored lip-gloss, and Gwydion paused to drink of their blood essence. 


Turning away, he sighed, and continued on towards his intended destination with scenes of the 
girls he had passed suffering various tortures in remote Wallachian castles playing happily in his 
mind’s eye. 


The mall, on a typical Friday night in a typical American suburb, was suffuse with life. The 
destination of many a domesticated youth, the scene was occasionally spiced with a smattering 
of older twenty-somethings (the latter were often viewed as very thrilling and ‘dangerous’ by 
the former) who would stop off for a beginning-of-the-weekend stroll before proceeding to 
late-night reveries of fast food, gluttonous drug use and sex (not particularly in that order.) For 
any self=-proclaimed “Living Vampire” (what to mention de facto adolescent?) in the suburbs, 
this was the place to go for a bit of feeding and a chance to “keep one’s finger on the pulse of 
things”, as was good to do on occasion. 


Two squires of the senior variety and one maid of the sophomore variety strolled towards the 
hero of our story. The males of the small band were dressed in ridiculously oversized blue 
jeans, backwards hats, and tent-like sports jerseys bearing gaudily embroidered infinity loops. 
The female was attired as... a slut (let’s be frank, shall we?) 


As the trio drew closer, they mumbled something then laughed over-dramatically. Whether 
their “acting out” was intended as a jibe against Gwydion or whether they were simply 
behaving as humans often do, we will let remain a mystery, however Gwydion, as befitting his 
perceptual idiosyncrasies, viewed it as the former. 


In his mind’s eye he visualized a black, dripping tendril extending out from his body and into 
the female. Floating black shapes surround the girl as Gwydioa fingers the small bag of goofer 
dust in his pocket and... 


The “wigger princess” grabs her stomach and begins retching softly. Just then the eyes of one 
of the human chattel meet the peering orbs of Gwydion, as if with a look, he could petition the 
perpetrator to help alleviate what was fast becoming a strange and rather embarrassing 
situation. 


Gwydion smiled, made the sign of the horns and quiety muttered the name “Pazuzu” before 
walking off towards the center court. 


As he gracefully strolled onwards, he heard the distinctive sound of vomit hitting buffed marble 
somewhere back in the distance, and his smile grew into an outright obscene and lecherous 
grin. 


* 
With portents such as this so early in the evening, surely the night spread out before him like a 
great black canvas Would prove to be an auspicious one indeed! 


Past the record store, around the bend and into the coffee shop Gwydion strolled; the stacatto 
report of his out-of-fashion hobnailed boots lost in the din of low white-noise that typified his 
environs. Once into the partially-shielded coffee shop, the sounds grew less caustic and were 
replaced by the low but furtive conversations of self-styled ‘academe’ and the soft sound of 
generic instrumental ‘muzak.’ 


Gwydion stepped up to the counter... 
“Give me a Mocha raspberry, large please.” 


“Certainly,” replied the college-aged girl with horn-rimmed glasses and a slightly “granola” 
appearance. 


“Thank you very much.” 


Having obtained his beverage (as Gwydion learned before long ago that, for youth, the proof 
that one had spent at least some money during one’s visit to the mall greatly reduced the 
chances of being a target of the unpalatable surveillance by the resident security force), 
Gwydion walked into the “food court” area, taking 2 remote table close to the exit. 


Gwydion fidgeted with the soft leather satchel he had carried from his car, but refrained from 
opening it and rifling through his various manuscripts. After all, in keeping with decorum, this 
was a shopping center cafeteria - not a library! 


He sat, sipping his coffee occasionally, scanning the crowd for the person he was scheduled to 
rendezvous with and feeding upon the vibrancy of the humanity strewn out-and-about the mall. 
Despite the fact that he was energized (he had traveled in the astral the night before, feeding 
deeply on a particularly delicious victim), as well he should be, he found strangely that his 
thirst was not slaked. 


His thoughts were interrupted, with an abrupt sighting of what seemed to be a monarch 
butterfly, perched on the marquis of one of the food shops. His concentration, as it were, had 
been broken. 


Damn! Surely | need more power - what secrets are not being revealed to me in the 
manuscripts? Thought Gwydion sourly. 


As if to answer that question, a figure suddenly stood before him - as if he had simply 
materialized on the spot. 


“Hello, | am Jonathan Hubbur.” 


Gwydion rose from his seat. 


“Vampiric Greetings, brother.” 


As two good-natured fellows often do, the pair shook hands briefly. Gwydion could not but to 
feel 2 dark elation at the man’s touch, as energy gleaned from that brief physical contact was 
Similar to the feeling that Gwydion had felt when kneeling before graves in the cemetery. 
Perhaps this Mr. Hubbur was what he claimed to be after all! 


Jonathan had contacted Gwydion to start with - a response to an advertisement on the internet 
for Gwydion’s fledgling temple. The temple was, as might be surmised, of the vampiric sort. 
Although it boasted a half-dozen members scattered across various parts o the world, the core 


(that is, those individuals who knew and worked with Gwydion in person) was composed only of 
@ few persons... 


Yet, the fanaticism of Gwydion projected a powerful glamour upon those who came into 
contact with him - and his temple’s reputation was an intimation of an order possessing genuine 
darkness. 


Gwydion quickly made an assessment of Jonathan. 
He was quite a bit older than he himself, perhaps more than a decade. Also, the look of the 


man’s garb and the man himself was unfamiliar to Gwydion. Hubbur was an American, no 
doubt, but either he was very well traveled or from a completely obscure part of the country 


(perhaps both!) 


As such, thought Gwydion, to the most brutal degree must | myself exemplify my loyalty to the 
Undead Gods before this stranger! 


The pair sat, engaging in a bit of smail talk at first as the throbbing shoppers continued in their 
Friday night pastimes all around them. 


Gwydion opened his leather case, removing a photocopied and stapled document of some thirty 
pages in length. The title of the manuscript was printed in a strange, obscure typeface; 
beneath it, an image showing a castle with a demon leering out from one of the parapets. 
“Here, Jonathan, is the manuscript you requested!” 


Hubbur deftly plucked out a ten dollar bill with one hand and slid it across the table, while 
sliding the manuscript towards himself with the other hand. 


Gwydion pocketed the cash, then swept his hand grandiosely out toward the crowd, 
“Behold - the humans - our slaves...” 

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. e 

“You are a pompous child!” 

Gwydion glared - such an insult was far beyond anything he could ever had... 


“Stop what you are thinking child, be silent!” 


Gwydion, as if compelled, dropped his hand, staring forward, 
Jonathan raked his rather long and yellow fingernails across the cover of the manuscript. 


“Gwydion... or should | use your Christian name, Thomas? Do not misunderstand me. We are 
pleased with your work, very pleased, in fact. If it had not been so, we would have never 
contacted you and came so far to see you - although we have visited you many times before - 
through that old mirror of yours! Do you understand?” 


Gwydion nodded, in a state of dark and pleasurable shock. 


“You plead in the night for genuine darkness - real world evil. You call out to the Backwards 
Darkness for the Undead to come unto you... do you truly want these things Thomas, or are you 
words mere affectation?” 


Gwydion was roused, leaning over the table towards Jonathan and speaking in a harsh whisper. 


“lam fanatical in my pursuit of the blood, dear sir! | am a vampire, a walking demon of Lord 
Sathanas! | bleed for Lord Sathanas to bring the Undead upon the earth once again!” 


To illustrate, Gwydion pulled up the sleeve of his long-sleeve black shirt, revealing a neat row 
of self-inflicted razor cuts. 


Jonathan nodded his head approvingly. 
“So it seems, Gwydion, so it seems.” 
He put his hand over Gwydion’s own. 


The gesture created a surge of anxiety in Gwydion. He seemed to feel the eyes of others upon 
him and Jonathan... what would they think? Under this, he could feel his blood current being 
drained into Jonathan, the older man’s spirit and will dominating his own. 


Jonathan removed his hand silently, then stared across at his victim, gazing squarely into his 
eyes, 

“If you are serious Gwydion, you will come with me now.” 

Before he knew it, Gwydion was walking the length of the mall, toward the far exit to the back 


of the parking lot. Something that felt like shame and even fear flooded Gwydion, he blushed 
heavily. 


He was used to being the dominator, submitting to none! Yes, there were the communions at 
three in the morning within his bedroom that served as his private temple... but even that, he 
thought, was within his comfort zone... 


Out of the building now, into the parking lot full of modem cars, glowing under the sodium 
lights. 


Jonathan removed his keys and gestured towards the most remote section of the parking lot. 


“My car is over there.~ 


Another minute or s®. aad Gwydion sat in the passenger side of a recent model luxury sedan 
with leather se2s. 


Jonathan turned the key. and the engine came to life, purring softly. 


There was no sound im the cer except the background music, which seemed to be some sort of 
chanting layered ower new-age sounding music. This too was disquieting for Gwydion, whose 
ears were accustomed to searing black metal played at high decibels. 


Both men were Stient 2s they drove under the cover of mid-evening darkness. 
Gwydion’s stomach rolled uneasily. 
They turned onto am emtrance ramp, merging onto the northbound interstate highway. 


A chill seemed to descend as Gwydion’s home and domain moved farther and farther behind 
him in the deepening night. 


Dark, monotonows, macturmal landscapes came and went. Morbid and sinister and seemingly all 
the same. Second growth pine forests bordering the four-lane freeway blocked out all sight of 
the civilized worid thet lay behind their green expanse. 


Gwydion’s trepidation cid mot grow less - but the night, the hypnotic routine of the road and 
the strange music om the stereo all combined to put him into a trance-like, acausal frame of 


mind. 


Onto an exit ramp bearing a legend of an area he had never heard of, off the freeway and onto 
a near deserted country road surrounded by gaping wilderness. How long had they been driving? 


Hours must have past, but Gwydion wore no watch and he loathed to break the mystic silence 
with a mundane question to the driver. 


“We’re almost there, Gwydion!” 


Jonathan’s face was pasty white and sweating coldly. His face contorted into a sadistic grin as 
he turned, casting 2 glance at Gwydion before returning his eyes to the road. 


Jonathan’s hand snaked across the gearshift and began stroking Gwydion’s thigh, as if to soothe 
him. 


Gwydion felt bile rise in his gorge... what have | gotten myself into? Just what in the world have 
| gotten myself into? 


Gwydion’s body was afflicted with a disquieting paralysis and he stared, listless and afraid, out 
at the dark sky and the stands of pine. 


They made a turn at a long since abandoned barn, then several miles deeper into the country. 


Gwydion thought he saw a hooded figure watching their progress, from the cloak of trees, then 


a disc-shaped object floating in the cold sky. 
Soon they turned into a driveway, the property concealed behind a barrier of natural design. 


Jonathan turned the key and the car stopped smoothly in front of a steel building that, for 
Gwydion, exuded an aura of eldritch menace. 


The pair exited the vehicle. 
They by-passed the garage doors and came to a service entrance. 
Jonathan inserted a key, pulled the door open, and bade Gwydion to enter. 


Gwydion’s judgement played out an internal war in his head - a battle between his emerging, 
shadow self and his remaining vulnerable humanity. 


But, one by one, he took slow, halting steps towards the open door, as Jonathan looked on, hi: 
emotions masked behind a sinister stare. 


They were inside, the door closed and locked behind them. The building was large, tit only be 
yellowed and dusty laterns. 


There was movement in the shadows, 


Near a shadowed corner, Gwydion was bidden to sit, on a soft bed of old yet comfortable 
throw-pillows which had been scattered deep atop the cement floor. 


Jonathan retreated to another part of the enclosed area then returned, bearing 2 milk-like 
beverage for his guest. 


“Drink Gwydion, drink to the glory of the Undead Gods beyond the gate of Saturn!” 
Gwydion obeyed, slurping thirstily the entire chalice in nearly a single draught. 


Unbeknown to Gwydion, the drink had been heavily laced with a liquid version of a 
hallucinogenic substance... 


Time and space began to stake on strange proportions. Gwydion saw shapes form and dissolve 
before his eyes. Somewhere, music was playing, Not music like he had heard in Jonathan’s car, 
but blatantly dark, apocalyptic, militaristic sounds capes that set his teeth on edge. 


Demons crept toward him out of the darkness... groping him, sibilating bizarre names that 
intensified the sense of dread and darkness that hung thickly in the air. 


One of them had a body of a man, but his face was amass of dripping, red intestines... 


He remembered several people stripping him nude, draping a swastika flag over his body, and 
laughing... 


For awhile, the demons ceased to appear. 


A girl came to him out of the dark; caressing him, soothing his fears... 

“There, there my child...” 

Her voice was like a thousand voices speaking in unison. 

He began to calm, mesmerized by the creamy hue of her skin, which seemed to pulse with the 
acausal. But soon, she too had disappeared and in her place came rough hands; probing and 
violating his body. He felt himself being lifted, spread and chained onto a cold, metal 


2pparatus. Then, the cruel, biting lash of a whip bringing pain beyond any he had ever known 
before. 


How long he screamed. 


The sounds of his pleading for mercy and relief were cut through by a high, metallic voice 
which seemed to penetrate into his very mind, even as the whip continued to tear at his raw 
flesh. 

“Can you tell us boy, what is that the soil cries for?” 

Lash. Lash. Lash. 

Scream, Scream. Scream, 

“That is - what makes the grass grow?” 

He felt himself being raped with a cold, dead object. 

Gwydion began to cry. 

“answer us, boy!” 

All the demons assembled began to scream the question in unison... 

“ANSWER US, BOY! ANSWER US, BOY! ANSWER.. ANSWERI!!” 

A figure in a black cloak, face obscured by corpse-paint, stood before him. He drew an object 
ae his own wrist, and the crimson, crimson claret began to flow, dripping upon Gwydion’s 


Gwydion’s mind seem to shatter like glass, spreading into a million directions. 


His hysterical weeping and screaming began to cease as a hoarse cry issued forth from his 
innermost self: 


“BLOOD! BLOOD! BLOOD!!!” 


The robed figure shoved the bleeding wound into Gwydion’s mouth and the neonate suckled at 
the fount of the Abyss, imbibing, as it were, the elixir of Qlipoth. 


Silence fell, and all was black. 


PEACE, LOVE AND MUNGBEANS 


TOB 


Ryan finished reading what was on the computer screen and picked up the phone. He dialed a 
number and waited for the ringtone. Once. Twice. Three times. 


“Hello?” 
Ryan looked thoughtfully at the screen once more and began to speak to his girlfriend. 
‘Hey babe. How’s your day going’ 


Ryan listened attentively to the female voice emanating from-the receiver. After a short while 
he found himself nodding gently in genuine agreement. 


“Yeah, | think that’s the way to go. | mean you're the strongest person | know, if anyone can do 
it, you can babe.” 


He listened to the customary silence and then for the returned interest. 


‘What have | been doing? Well I've been reading something by that group | told you about - the 
one that seems closely connected to the ONA? Yes, that’s the one - anyway I've been reading 
about this concept they’ve got called the ‘Blood Pool’ where basically, how do | put this, 
people are viewed as vials of lifeblood, and each person has the ability to contribute to this 
Blood Pool by, well, giving blood. Remember when we were talking about the acausal? Okay 
well the blood is sort of acausal in that it is the essence of the Cosmos, which as you know 
flows into the causal as humans or ‘nexions’ and gives us humans our Life, in one regard. But 
it’s also causal in that the Blood Pool also grows by actual giving of real blood. By 
contributions, whether voluntary or not, such as shedding real blood in war, or killing, or 
sacrifice - or even intellectual blood like art or writings that ere about the Temple. Whatever 
serves to increase the power, resources and spread of the ‘Blood Pool’ basically.” 


There was a pause as Ryan listened for a moment to the receiver. 


‘Well basically the ‘Blood Pool’ is like a ‘Nexion’, a place where the Acausal meets the Causal 
and there's a mergence. Except in this case their ‘Blood Pool’ is like something that has to be 
fed, with constant and continual sources of blood, and the more they feed it, the more 
powerful it gets.” 


Ryan listened again. 


“Well yeah | guess there’s not much difference in the way it works from the ONA’s nexions - 
except that from what | understand - the ONA nexions are places or people designed to open a 
‘gateway’ between the Acausal and the Causal. Maybe I’m wrong, it doesn’t really go into as 
much detail as I’d like here, but | think the ‘Blood Pool’ is meant to be used to form/create an 
actual Demon. Sort of like using all the pain and suffering and darkness and things to, well build 
an autonomous dark force, a bit like how people build society and then society started building 


people?” 


Ryan hoped he wouldn’t have to explain how. 


*Yes babe, exactly like that. Man created a wheel, and then the wheel shaped man, y’know? 
Well anyway, what I actually wanted to talk about is related to this ‘Blood Pool’, it’s pretty 
interesting. You know how the ONA creates Adepts and sometimes the Adepts don’t 
make/maintain the grade and are used as, well fodder for the Dark Gods? Yep well it’s the 
same sort of deal with the ToB, except with the ToB everyone’s considered good fodder for the 
Dark Gods. It seems to be the quantity of blood they're concerned about with the Blood Pool, 
not the quality of character for sacrifice like the ONA here, but | think there’s more to it. 
Anyway instead of Adepts, there’s these ordeals that individuals are put through which basically 
tries to turn them into ‘Noctulians’ and these Noctulians are like real vampires.’ 


Ryan had anticipated the question but wasn’t sure of the answer. 


‘I’m not really sure to tell you the truth. I’ve got some idea why they want to make vampire- 
type creatures, I’ll send you something about that later tonight. And from what I’ve read, 
‘Noctulius’ is one of the ONA’s Dark Gods, represents night or something. I’m sure it’s more 
intricate than that - hang on I’\l check.’ 


Ryan set the phone down on the desk and typed some words into a search engine. He clicked 
one of the links that came up and smiled with satisfaction. He picked up the phone while 
looking at the print that had come up on the screen. 


‘Babe, | found something. Order of the Nine Angles’ deity of night. Useful in works of 
enchantment. Earth based. Key for chant: G minor. Perfume - petriochor...’ 


Ryan waited. 


‘Yeah that’s ail its got, |’ll have to look into it further to get the connection between Noctulius 
and the Blood Pool, but the point is these Noctulians. Remember how | said the other day that 
the ONA seemed to be a factory for serial killers? Well | was wrong. Serial killers act on 
impulsive, uncontrolled emotion - anyway if anything is a factory for killers its these guys. The 
‘Noctulian’ starts out as a normal human being at first but slowly becomes turned into 
‘something else’ by having his physical and mental changed by all these different, ah, 
‘alchemical’ ordeals. They basically become like vampires, but actual vampires y’know? 
Feeding on blood, killing without remorse, letting themselves be used for sexual and sacrificial 
rites as the ToB needs.” 


“Um, how do | put this? They’re like organic vegetables grown on a farm, or like pieces of meat 
to be butchered for the rites of the Blood Pool. Except that they’re imbued with a magical and 
powerful energy as they become Noctulians, so they’re sort of like Adepts by the time they 
come to be butchered. Which means an enormous increase in the energy released by their 
death, because they’re more worthy than the average human life as part of the acausal.’ 


Ryan shifted his chair slightly and sat up straight, staring fixedly ahead. 


“It's one of the most horrific concepts I’ve seen. If they could get it working in a practical way, 
so that the idea appealed to great numbers and even became a sort of cult which people just 
devoted themselves to being used and abused in the belief that their goal in life was to submit 
to being butchered to bring about this huge intrusion of Dark Gods, a type of farm could 


actually be set up. | mean how many try-hard girls and guys turn to Wicca or even pseudo- 
Satanism these days, even if just for attention? Fostering a paradise-type of cult where sex, 
drugs, violence, etc. are all free and accessible - where the members are indoctrinated into 
,wanting to be part of the calling down of the Dark Gods certainly has appeal. In a massive 
overview of psychological sense most of those that turn to the occult are trying to get back at 
society because they’re the dis-inherited. Society rejects them, they don’t know what the hell 
lifes about just that they’re angry depressed and looking for some leadership. All they've got 
are the notions that they bolster their egos with regarding their worth and power and so on and 
so forth... and really, it wouldn’t be that hard to flatter them into being participants in 
something huge that gave them an identity and even a ‘family.’ Charles Manson had a cult 
similar to this, except for the fact that he didn’t farm people to butcher, | don’t think so 
anyway, who knows, but look how popular, how eager people are to be part of that STILL! Even 
thirty-forty years later there are masses of people who want to be told what to do and what. 
lifes about in exactly this cultic wayl’ 


Ryan continued staring ahead while he listened to the voice coming from the receiver. He had 
spoken excitedly while explaining the Noctulians to his girlfriend, but his next few sentences 
came out thoughtfully, slowly, almost painfully, in a deep calm gravelly voice. 

‘Exactly babe. And here’s where | come in. I’ve been toying with the possibility for a while now 
that it’s easily possible for one person on the internet to pose as many and in fact bolster the 
illusion of many separate people simply because you can be anonymous and sign up as anyone 
you want to as many times as you like on the Internet. Different emails, different details, 
change the way you write so it seems like it’s the writing of a different person, etc. - | mean 
it’s not impossible. | half suspected it was occurring on the group | go to...” 


A question issued from the receiver. 


“Yeah like | thought it possible that the individuals | talk to were not only women, which took a 
long time to sink in after realizing that there was no indication they were men, I'd just assumed 
- and that there was the chance | was getting manipulated by one person posing as many. | 
mean a bit of sociology, a mastery over playing roles, whos going to know? | mean on chatlines 
for example this one time | was talking to this person and they pissed me off with they’re 
bullshit about Nazis right. So | signed off and signed back on pretending to be a woman./ | 
messaged him, ‘sweet-talked’ him, and found out a plethora of information about him just 
because he couldn’t keep his mind out of his pants. | could have used all that info as 
ammunition for attacking him from my other persona, you see? So it’s not impossible...’ 


Ryan smiled as his girlfriend commented warmly on his theory. 


‘Well, my idea is similar to these lines baby. If the ToB could foster some manufactured 
pseudo-cult reports, like diary entries from ‘invisible’ members of the noctulians and deliver 
enough temptation for others to want to be part of the party - there’s no reason why there 
can’t be another Heavens Gate, except this time a Useful one. A Sinister one.’ 


Ryan paused to think, 


‘What's that baby? Suicide. Yeah... yes. Actually, it is basically Suicide for Satan. Ha ha! We 
could put that on t-shirts and badges, fuck, the worlds so hungry for decadence it’ll love that! | 
can see it now. Which is always a good sign, baby. But not only would the cult be like a pool of 
resources, it’d also get ride of the dross with their consent! Ha ha, | mean is that Sinister or 
what? Well anyway, I’ll see what I can find out about Noctulius and I’ll talk to you tonight about 


it. Okay, | love you too , spunk.” 
Ryan smiled, blew kisses into the phone, and hung up. 
‘Right’ he said out loud. 


‘Time to stop fucking around and actually write something useful.’ 


THE NIGHTMARISH LANDSCAPES OF THE UNDEAD 


TOB 


In undertaking the walk upon the terrifying and beautiful Path that leads the aspirant out of the 
calm and secure world of mortality and into the nightmarish landscapes of the Undead, there 
are found Beings that serve the dual roles of guide and destroyer. 


The Undead themselves guard the Palaces of the Mighty. The Undead themselves devour with 
fire the initiate. The Undead themselves wait to consume with ravenous appetite those that 
cannot, through the force of their own Will, rise like a Phoenix from their own ashes into a 
glorious and Eternal state of Undeath. 


They are always waiting, just outside of the gates of normal perception, breathing icy vapors 
into the minds of the masses and chanting mantras of creation’s demise into the ears of the 
spiritually deaf. They are always calling, always shrieking, grinning as man fails to hear and 
falls into the depths of outer darkness. 


For millennia we have awaited their return. For generations we have burned our fires and made 
our Opfers to open a dark gateway to the regions beyond the stars, to recall Them here to walk 
among us. 


The question is no longer, "When will they come?" for They have already returned to reclaim the 
earth as their sulfur kingdom. The question that remains fs, when will we recognize the 
embodiment of evil in our midst? When will we open our eyes to that which sweeps and moves 
between us? When will we take the dread step through the Brimstone Gates and leave behind 
all that is dead and dying? When do we plunge headlong into the mouth of abandonment and 
bathe with joyful malevolence in the Lake of Fire? When will we drown ourselves in the Pool of 
Blood and waken in Sinister resurrection, greeted by all the hosts of Hell and the Undead Gods 
Themselves? 


How can one walk a path one cannot see? Behold the faces of the Undead. Commune with them 
daily. Cross over the boundary of the protective Circle and shake hands with the physical 
materialization of our Darkest brothers. 


Having opened and cleansed the windows of perception, seat yourself facing south, your black 
backed mirror upon the altar. Chant thrice the Diabolus, awakening the senses to those 
nightmarish astral landscapes. Behold these landscapes taking form in the mirror. 


Once the image has solidified, allow your vision to take you on a journey through those dark 
nether lands, exploring all that could be your future domain. Let these sights flood your senses, 
finally finding your home in Darkness. Then, pull away, creating a longing that will linger like a 
sigh that cannot be released. 


Every day return to the mirror and gaze into the face Perdition until the memory of it fills every 
silent space in the day. Long for the time that you can sit and see through that window the only 
place that you belong. The true and undying Hinterland. 

And then, move forward. 


Having gained the initial visions of the landscapes of the Undead and the subsequent longing - 
which is the necessary desire to the cessation of all mortality - seat yourself again before the 
mirror. Give rise to the macabre visions with discernment. Breath in, feeling not oxygen but 
vaporous Blood enter your being. If needs be, drain the Blood Essence from a healthy victim 
immediately beforehand. 


Being filled completely with Blood of the purest form, your gaze fixed on the images in the 
mirror, be lifted into your finer Bodies from the confines of your meaty shell. Behold with your 
astral eyes the mirror which is now a gateway into the realms of the Undead. Travel through 
the portal inte the very vision itself, finding all of your senses firmly planted in this ninth 
dimension. 


Look around you and see first hand those sights that had only tempted your eyes through the 
window. Move your astral hands through the molten and smoky essence of Darkness around you. 
Breath in the thick airy currents of Blood and smell it assailing you. 


Set your feet upon the living and writhing ground and wander the wasteland. Explore the 
madness that has taken form only in this nightmare abode. Become saturated with the sights 
and sounds. Move with the black tides of this place. Become insane with obsession for this land. 


Then pull away. 


Return to the Land of the Undead daily, until finally, you feel that return to the body would 
destroy the spirit with longing. 
‘And then, move upwards. 


Seat yourself to the south, having before you the sigil of the Undead God to behold. Gaze into 
this until it unlocks; until the tines of blood on the paper vanish and appear again in living 
radiance. Chant the name of that Undead One over and over, until it becomes the only sound 
vibrating throughout all existence. That name is the very mantra of your descent into Blood. 
Command with all of your Will the glowing sigil to manifest itself in the electric air before you. 
Open this projected image wider, until the sigil itself becomes 2 gateway to the throne or 
principality of that Dark God. 


Rise from your vessel and travel through that gateway into the unholy kingdom of the One you 
seek. Allow the place to densify, your astral perceptions training into the unknown. Should the 
Undead that you seek not be made manifest immediately, call out its name, creating a link that 
will pull you to it. 


The stark madness of the sight of these Beings may initially cause the Seeker to cower or even 
to retreat back into the body and its dulled senses that cannot perceive such chaos embodied. 
Penance can only be made by annihilation of the weakness and a second or third journey into 


the lair of the serpent. 


At whatever cost, conversation must be held with the Undead. The senses must be smashed to 
oblivion by Their presence. Their ancient knowledge must be absorbed to the point that all that 
remains is THEM, and you are no more when not before Their throne. 

Then pull away, back into the dying body and decaying world. 


And then, move inwards. 


Having gained communion with several Undead, and having been reduced to a shivering corpse 
by their magnificent Darkness, the time has come to Become. 


Call cut to Them, inside a circle of blood and flame. Open your vessel for them to inhabit, to 
move through, to mutate into Their own. Leave no room for the Self, for all that exists is Them. 
Day and night, be flooded with Them, one by one. 


Tear at your hair and cut at your skin as to begin to die day by day. Weep unrestrained, for 
soon there will be no more tears left to cry. Lay down in your grave, which is the body that 
denies you, until you are awakened by the piercing light of the Black Sun. 

And then, Ascend. 


Call out to the Undead, within a Circle of human blood, still warm and swimming with life. 
Open their seals and call their names until they stand before you, firmly seated in full terror 
upon this plane. 


Take your final step into everlasting damnation, just one step outside of the Circle, and 
embrace Our true kind, as brother embraces brother. Let Their touch infect you, until your eyes 
are no longer yours, and your red blood turns violet. 


Only then will you know that you are the path and the Palace at the end of the Path. Only then 
can death not touch you, nor heaven help you. Only then will you BE, worlds without end. 


THE WORKERS OF EVIL 


TOB 


At a certain point along the Noctulian path there will arise an awareness of just how cold, how 
void, how undead, how different one has become. It is quite appropriate with the abysmal TOB 
current (333) to have experienced greatly, struggled violently and involved oneself in a myriad 
of passions both esoteric and exoteric only to arrive at an apprehension of nothingness - of void 
- of inexplicable, lurking chaos, The world of meaning subsides and one is left only with form... 
and then even the forms themselves begin to seem increasingly arbitrary in nature. One can no 
longer develop great devotion to causal ideas and systems or to specific forms that claim to be 
representative of the Acausal. Such passion, as it once was, has been exhausted. /mmolation 
seems more and more to be an apt term. 


Where once desire for a myriad of experiences and wisdom could be excited at will - with the 
world spread out before one like a feast - now the Noctulian only resonates with those things 
that are associated with uncontrollable chaos, darkness, the subterranean. This resonance with 
darkness is a condition which while often wished for by neonates in the beginning is often 
regretted later. How many times have those of the TOB heard individuals on the path curse the 
day that they become involved in vampirism? Suffice it to say - we have heard it many times in 
the past... and will hear it many more times yet to come. 


At this stage (post burning) - the Noctulian has separated the wheat from the chaff in the only 
way that one truly can: a way beset with sorrow, tragedy and the grim contemplation that 
stems from grim experience. 


The Noctulian has lost all interest towards most stimuli which would have once elicited feelings 
of passion, love, revulsion, exultation, curiosity and a host of others. The taste has changed 
and to use the term higher taste would not necessarily be correct. For the Noctulian their rage, 
like their love, has become alien - and absurd. From the pain of numerous ordeals and the harsh 
alchemical change process an altogether foreign creature has been born. 


Should the intelligent neonate wish for such a state? Should an excitable worker of evil want to 
become a parasitic spiritual entity, a vampire in the most forbidding sense of the term, a 
fleshly corpse inhabited by void? 


Even so, one will encounter circumstances, persons, experiences and places along the journey 
which bear the unmistakable mark of THEM... and if you are tough enough, if your tongue lolls 
with delight at the lashings of Drill Sgt. Grey, then you just might become as THEY are. 


And then you can delight in your perfumed lairs and live, in elegant knowledge, of the tears, 
blood and life that you have spilled - and sown - along the way. 


May the dead rise and smell the incense. 


A SATANIC HOWL FROM THE BALKANS 


Non-TOB author (Research) 


In propria persona 


It is my wish just to announce my existence, not to appeal to anybody’s approvement (or 
disapprovement).Though there may be many qualities I haven’t achieved yet, I'm not a pseudo- 
Satanist. Who have some understanding will understand. 


I'm not in my first youth and have survived a nasty Communist regimen and its persecution in a 
country of the East Europe. 


| have some bitter LHP experience as well and tend to deeply appreciate and approve what | 
have known about the English traditional Satanism (ONA) - almost alll the other stuff on the 


subject seems to me somehow petty. 


For me, the LHP means separating/achieving one’s own Wyrd from the Wyrd of the World and 
accomplishing it to the uttermost - to achieving individual Immortality. 


Yet, I’m not sure if I will succeed along my quest, since | don’t know if my lifetime will be 
enough for the tasks | see before me. Moreover, sometimes | think it was a wonder that | have 
survived till now - the more advancement on the LHP the more overwhelming the stress, so may 
my physical heart endure it. | intend neither to spare myself, nor to overload myself. 


I'm afraid | got in touch with the Abyss prematurely: partly because of some horrible 
experiences in the past, partly because | escaped half-trained from the claws of my local 
vampiric guru, partly because of my experiments with certain local plants of power and partly 
because of my own rituals and practices. Anyway, it was my Wyrd, which brought me to that 
present stage. | overcome crisis after crisis on an acausal level which reflects on the causal as 
sharp lowerings and raisings of vitality. In the most cases, however, |’m aware of what is going 
on and trying to master it. | keep up a good physical form and instead of muscle strength | 
possess a notable elasticity, wiriness and swiftness. Body-awareness being the base of all my 
“spiritual” aspirations - I'm developing a "second body-awareness” - exclusively interesting 
possibilities lie therein. In fact this is the basis of my LHP magickal quest. All the human life’s 
struggle could be reduced to a struggle with the gravitation. 


Environmental 


With no living LHP tradition, with no masters to give an advise, with some shy sympathizers and 
strong support of former lovers, having the experience of two occult groups led by me in the 
past, now | apply in my quest an ascetic and anonymous strategy in order to gain more inner 
power for my next expansion. 


There is a great difference between the East and the West European mentalities due (except 
for the ethnical and cultural differences) to the accumulated experience through the centuries. 
No “postmodern” approach is able to bridge that abyss - there is always a distortion in the 
communication between the Western and the Eastern individuals where the contact was on the 
base of a common sub-cultural level or on the base of a common Aryan race. One has to live 
some period in the East, in order to understand what does it mean an inherited misery from the 


50 years of Bolshevist terror, from the loss of two World Wars, from half a millenium of Islamic 
genocides etc. In short, we are wreckages. "Woe to the defeated” applies correctly to our 
people. It would be better if no one survived. Yet it was because of our East European peoples’ 
resistance against the Turko-Semitic hordes throughout the centuries that they didn’t reach the 
Western civilization. 


As a Satanist | have defied that unwilled inheritance through all my life - some Sisyphean-like 
efforts with the only hope to become an elegant vampire after my human death - at least we 
have some traditions in that direction. No point of emigration - only to bring one’s genetic 
problems somewhere else and thus polluting a new environment - at least not until one has 
attained adepthood in one’s native environment. 


Being on the LHP, the first thing one comes across is the hardship of physical surviving - | mean 
the hand to hand physical combat. Living in a country like mine being a pretty blond man could 
often be enough reason to become an object of physical aggression. This possibility grows 
considerably if one’s appearance fs too conspicuous - e.g. black clothes, especially some 
leather. If one is willing to challenge one’s wyrd, one should bear in mind the following: 


1. The adversary is always outnumbering. 


2. One should fight with the idea to kill rather than just to defend oneself. If one falls on the 
ground it is almost sure that they will kick one to death. 


3. If one is going to organize a group attack as a penal action, one should always consider the 
possibility of betrayal. 


4. The policemen being of the same breed as the adversary will often take their side, so better 
never to fall in their hands - they beat and torture in the police stations and are able to 
mutilate and even to murder. The more pride they read in one’s eyes the more nasty they 
become. 


5. The prison means an inevitable death for a man of pride. 


6. Simulating madness could be an alternative of the prison but one risks a serious harm by 
medicaments and electroshocks. 


7. Becoming too in/famous in a society like ours could provoke some accident... 


In such conditions only magick could help. Again, magick works only if one is physically ready to 
kill, At least the body should have that attuning - the intent might.be different. The sorcerer is 
a hunter, a killing predator. In order to afflict somebody with terror, one should make one’s 
body a conductor for that terror, that is, one’s body should be made stable to conduct the 
energy designated to disrupt another psychosomatic complex as it were. However, one should 
consider also the magickal rivalry on the part of the those who “fight against evil”. One should 
not underestimate their activity however ridiculous it may seem. | would give here a funny 


example: 


Some years ago, during the hysteria about the anthrax, some warriors of the white light worked 
hard lest that evil befall our nice country. One year later, when the band “Anthrax” came to our 
country a storm swept away their concert! 


The most disgusting of all the “whitelighters” are those who worship Jehovah under the name of 
our ancient sky god, those who dare to call themselves pagans and still project the fear of their 
father on the universe. | don’t know if it is some genetic North-iranian inheritance or it is a 
Stavic one (Stavs being also strongly influenced by the Persian dualism) but their patriarchalism 
sometimes really seems as if pre-Christian one. Some of them even despise the Christianity as a 
manifestation of the female evil but most of them accept it together with the ancient runes. So 
the Paganism in this country is defiled and not worthwhile to indulge in, except in the case of 
infiltration, 


| have contempt for any form of syncretism between the Paganism and the Nazarene religion. 
On the other hand, | would not like to overemphasize here on the subject of pseudo-Satanism - 
it is something natural: there are so many living beings in the nature which simulate the 
behaviour and the appearance of the really dangerous beings. That’s their way of survival and 
some succeed in it. Maybe | haven’t met yet some too arrogant case - at least not in this 
country. 


Working magick outdoors is preferable than indoors. The neighbours are usually suspicious - | 
remember a case when | found a label on my door: "Death to the sects!” It was more than 10 
years ago when | was training my voice to vibrate words of power. My country offers marvelous 
conditions for working outdoors. 


There is still much wild nature with localities of really sinister atmosphere - like some living 
descriptions by Lovecraft. 


The world of terror could give also a refuge. So in 1984, escaping from a regular Communist 
government’s witch hunt, | found myself in a true abode of Hecate: a rocky canyon eaten by a 
maze of bizarre caves, some of which as if etin’s palaces, overgrown with thorny bushes, with 
a mighty river below and a plateau overgrown with oak forests above ending in awesome 
abysses and dotted with bottomless vertical caves connected with the horizontal caves below, 
cone of them being abode of certain dogs barking from below for centuries - nobody knows how 
they breed themselves but there is a local legend of a pagan Goddess of the underworld whom 
dogs were sacrificed in order to become guides to the Goddess after death, so maybe they are 
there from far older time. A kingdom of the unicorn viper, the scorpion, the eagle-owl, the 
raven, the jackal, the wild boar and the henbane. A half-ruined rocky monastery visited time to 
time by local treasure-hunters. A desolate station and track. A madhouse nearby. The old deep 
dead of night speaks in many voices. This was my magickal training range for 20 years. There | 
have experienced many weird things. On the Summer Solstice in 1999, at sunrise, during a deep 
trance | saw a Gate in the rocks as a vision which coincided with the descriptions given by the 
folklore about the Fairy City at the border of the world guarded by a mighty Dragon. Its opening 
would demand a certain sacrifice. Yet Hecate spared us, me and those with me. Now the 
"democracy" seek to pollute that region by turning the desolate track into a road. Yet a curse is 
brooding: The rocks crumble time to time. Once a stone dumped down on the spot | was 
standing a while ago, another time another one fell in the direction | was going to... 


Despite of all the present spiritual and material misery, we also claim a pre-Sumerian 
civilization and forgotten magickal tradition here on this land - perhaps parallel to the 
Hyperborean one. Here the cult of a certain deity, whom the Hellenes called Dionysus was 
born. No money for archeology and there is much beneath. (In fact, the Hellenic imitation of 
the cult by comparison with its original form was like the Satanism of the CoS and the ToS 
compared with that of the ONA.) 


Human Sacrifice 


| remember a couple of headless skeletons within the ruins of a sanctuary in an ancient town, 
Also, during a wartime the pagan women used to sacrifice voluntary themselves over the bodies 
of their killed male partners - then tumuli were mound over them. In a certain mountain where 
the main centre of the above-mentioned ancient deity’s cult was located, there are some 
basin-like excavations on the rock connected with the altar stones by channels. Some modern 
"scientists" try to persuade the society these were devices for gold-washing - when obviously 
they contained the sacrificial blood. 


According to my esoteric understanding, Satan is an androgynous, not quite anthropomorphic 
being. Something alien, yet very, very familiar. An entity dormant in all the human species and 
most repressed. The best sacrifice to Hir were a man and a woman slain together during a 
sexual intercourse, at the very moment of their orgasm. Of course, they should be first excited 
to ecstatic trance beforehand (by dance, intoxication or torture). The result of such a sacrifice 
would be two whole Satanic beings born on acausal level (each one united with his/her 
Animus/Anima at the moment of death) and a third one, who would be an acausal 
manifestation of Satan on the causal level - thus opening/creating a tremendous nexion. 


That’s the great magickal art of human sacrifice. So have inspired me the local “gate of helt" | 
have tried to open. What is the point to slay an opfer after having intercourse with Baphomet 
and not at the very climax of orgasm? His energy would be totally exhausted after the 
ejaculation and his death could be a mere painful execution. 


‘As regards culling - | think one third of the present population of my country would prove good 
candidates for opfers. 


A friend of mine who is an initiate of another genuine local tradition claims that the physical 
death could be totally avoided and 2 real physical immortality attained - | understand what he 
means having practised the same tradition and dare to say it is not deprived of reason, yet | 
feel attracted to the more dark and sinister approach, though | presently perform such rituals 
only in the "virtual" reality. 


| neither want to theorize on that subject nor to demonstrate some sinistry but the problem of 
human sacrifice is of vital interest to me and there is nobody | could share my thoughts on that 
subject. | feel simultaneously terrified and attracted to that subject - | identify myself both 
with the executioner and the opfer/s during my rituals. By following my own quest, maybe I’m 
re-discovering some forgotten sinister tradition here on these lands. 


Satanism and Fascism 


Till now | have been a Fascist mainly as a form of defiance against Communism and an 
expression of my racial hatred against the predominant Turko-Semitic influence and its cultural 
assimilation - and of course, | have admired the heroic feats of our army during the wars and 
I'm very fond of our ancient land. As might be guessed, | have also been inspired by Nietzsche’s 
philosophy. For me, the Aryan/White race is really higher than the other races mainly because 
the process of individuation therein is stronger than that in any other races. | would affirm also 
that playing sincerely the role of a Fascist today sets one more firmly on the LHP than playing 
at a Satanist-hedonist. All the yuppies today could afford themselves the moral of LaVey’s 
Bible. 


Recently I came across the Temple 88° site, where quite a wholesome NS paradigm is 
represented and which appeals directly to my Aryan blood (| would say that 

people of my racial purity are already a minority in my country today). | also appreciate it as an 
Aeonic strategy - in some sense it’s a simplistic paraphrase of all the traditional Satanism” s 
world-view but... | knaw the stupidity and mediocrity of our so called “extreme right-wing" as 
well. 


Some years ago when an underground publication of La Vey"s Satanic Bible appeared in my 
country, it was the Fascist elements who first reacted against it and who declared La Vey for a 
Jew and regarded the publication as an act of the Judean conspiracy. For them Satanism = 
Judaism. They are all stupid East-Orthodox bigots, who cannot make any difference between 
the pentagram and the hexagram. In the army | was declared for a Turk because of my 
abstinency to eat the ill cooked pork - me, who am blond-haired and blue-eyed and they, who 
were swarth types of doubtful ethnic origin! Such are the most of “extreme right-winged” 
people here. | have seen even mongrels of gypsy origin who pretend to be skin-heads! Some of 
them could prove good candidates for opfers being subhumans and supporters of the militant 
East-Orthodoxalism (called also pan-Slavism and having nothing to do with any form of Slavonic 
paganism). 


Moreover, the Fascist literature is spread almost freely in my country - after the so called 
“democratic” changes there was a boom of pro-Fascist publications - mainly negative, directed 
mainly against the Judean conspiracy rather than praising the greatness of the Aryan race, or if 
there was something positive, it was polluted with Nazarene ideals - they are not able to see 
that their Nazarene ideals (which they regard as “national and traditional”) are part of the same 
cabal. If it was a strategy of Adolf Hitler to oppose the Christianity to the Judaism, the case 
with our "Fascists" is just sancta simplicita (I suppose there are the same examples in the West). 
Recently they even deny the Third Reich just as "another Judeo-Masonic-Satanic cabal"! 


A Russian Satanist warned me (because there are similar tendencies in our country as well) 
about a dangerous tendency in Russia where the former KGB (the present mafia) is now in close 
alliance with the East Orthodox Church and together prepare to impose some extreme right- 
winged regime, and they (the Russian Satanists) defy that tendency by an extreme left-winged 
terrorism. | don’t think that burning churches would help much - they deserve something much 
worse. 


1 would ask Temple 88 about the Aryan sexual morality as well: shall it be a patriarchal 
monogamy? 


The word “social” is a euphemism for sexual, the sexual problem being the main problem of all 
the human species, not the “social”. So, according to my Satanic interpretation, the National- 
Socialism could be translated as "racial sexuality” which means for me creating a new Satanic 
race by conceiving children charged magickally - by intended ecstatic sexual orgies 
accompanied by sacrifices of the above-mentioned kind - thus we could enable the Dark Gods 
to manifest in flesh. 


As regards Temple 88’s article against the rock music as a form of decadence | totally disagree: 
What is called now “classic” music is the castrated form of the authentic European music shaped 
according to the church’s canons. | dare to say it because | have been nursed by the music of 
Haendel, Bach, Vivaldi, Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven, Berlioz, Wagner etc. before listening to any 
modern sound. Despite its eternal beauty and greatness, this music as a whole is a paean of 
death not of life. Even when expressing joy it is pregnant with sorrow and nostalgia. it’s the 


triumph of Apollo over Dionysus, the archetype of Apollo being totally distorted by the 
Nazarene conspiracy while that of Dionysus banished away forever. In the true Aryan music 
there should be a balance between Appolo and Dionysus. The church has well endeavoured to 
deprive the European music of any “diabolic” instruments and rhythms until it got that requiem- 
like sound now passing for “classic”. With all my respect to that music and its compositors | 
regard it in some sense as a decadence. 


On the other hand, the subcultural or contra-cultural tides since the 50-ties of the XX century 
e.v. ‘til nowadays are a true sign of 2 Dionysian resurgence, which signifies a near Aeonic 
change. Much of my Satanic inspiration is due to that contra-cultural music. It is developing 
according to certain spontaneous regularity within the collective unconscious and | believe that 
a genuine Aryan Dionysian music will be born by that underground culture whatever other 
rubbish may be spawned by it. 


During the Communist regimen | was persecuted as a representative of "the neo-fascist 
formation ‘Punk’ spreading the rotten Western culture”. According to those “competent” 
comrades only the classic music could educate in a true Communist spirit. Lacking such kind of 
spirit at all, | was liable to re-education by deportation in a special place, which could cost my 
life and only Gorbachov’s reformation in 1987 saved my skin. 


| would like to translate all the Temple 88°s MSS in my language - but the MS against the rock 
music would only reject any potential NS adherent. The Western type underground is our only 
cultural weapon against the overwhelming Turko-Semitic cultural pollution - almost all of our 
National values are destroyed by the Bolshevism and our genuine folklore polluted by the 
disgusting pseudo-folk of the foul mongrels sponsored by the mafia. 


Also, | find this Temple 88"s form of Aryanism to be wholly Apollonian - there is almost no space 
for Dionysus’s principle therein. As in the Roman Empire, Napoleonic Empire and the Third 
Reich - they all failed because of their Apollonian patriarchal sterility (with all my respect to 
their Chieftains).If Hitler had some female SS divisions, the war issue could be different, who: 
knows? 


Were the ancient Aryans really patriarchal or it was only those peoples who were in direct 
contact with the Semitic Orient? (Such as Hellenes, Romans and Persians.) Wasn’t the 
unbalanced male orgasm (leading inevitably to exhaustion and the sense of loss and guilt) which 
caused the decay and christianization of the Roman Empire? 


True, our land has never been so civilized as during the Roman domination, but the native 
ecstatic cults were forbidden, and thus an essential part of our Aryan ethos repressed. 

With wild rhythms, battle screams and being intoxicated by plants of power beforehand, my 
Thracian ancestors routed the Roman legions and sent them to hell. So did the Germanic 
berserks as well. in fact it was the Dionysian principle which united the folk, which washed 
away the frontiers between the sexes, which dissolved the individual in the Universal in some 
ecstatic way. On the contrary, the Apollonian principle was the intellectual, rationally 
idealistic, perfectionistic principle, seeking after individuation. For me it’s strange that all the 
European Empires have tried to unite their folks by the Apollonian ideal (which is separating, 
not unifying, and concerns mainly the chieftains) with the Dionysian principle going 
underground. Wasn’t this also a kind of distortion in the Aryan ethos? 


When speaking about the Prometheo-Faustian ethos - is there no place for Dionysus therein? 


The LHP/RHP Dilemma 


There is some deep resistance within me to accept the NS as a religious form. It’s not because | 
fear discipline - on the contrary, | could be more disciplined than many others who pretend to 
be warriors. Moreover I’m able to play roles. 


This resistance comes from something which is beyond any races and aeons; in fact I feel a very 
deep disgust for all the human species and its history... During some of my horrible trances | 
have realized that all my thoughts and feelings are just the thoughts and feelings of myriad 
dead lived before me, that the Nature itself is little interested in my individuality - then | have 
defied and cursed the Nature, even the Cosmos and the whole Being itself - they have all tried 
to persuade me that my body, my being, my energy do not belong to me but to them and that 
was my LHP quest to separate from them, to resist them, to defy them - | would not like to 
contribute in making the collective unconscious more conscious by sacrificing my individuality 
to it. Expressed in the terms of my "second body-awareness" that’s the struggle of my body with 
the gravitation (or my body’s interaction therewith). 


On the other hand, | adore the Nature and its wilderness, where | have got in touch with the 
Greater Wyrd, where | contact with some power animals like the snakes and the owls. Yes, I’m 
ready to give up myself to Myself, to my Greater Self, to raise upon my dead selves as Odhin 
and Dionysus did... But that’s the paradox: if | succeed in my resisting against the Universe then 
my surroundings will begin to worship me as a god - | will become a RHP for the others. So | 
know that there is no natural order in the Universe except that created by the capable or 
imposed by the dominant. 


Is not the essence of the RHP to seek union with the Cosmic Being, to return to one’s Source 

and to give up one’s all fruits of one’s individuation and experience to that Being, to dissolve 
one’s whole energy in It and at last becoming That Being Itself? Is not the RHP in essence the 
way that Being enriches Itself with consciousness, the way It just feeds Itself? 


Is not the essence of the LHP to seek separation from the Cosmic Being by resisting one’s 
inertia to give oneself up to It and by developing the bipolarity of that Being in Oneself to 
become an independent Creator of another Universe beyond this one? Is not the LHP in essence 
the way that Being breeds Itself? 


| feel that the so called Human Archetype (called by the pious "God”) is disintegrating itself in 
this present Aeon and the LHP practioners should help it to do so by stimulating some extreme 
forms of individualism and self-indulgement (till crossing the inner Abyss) until new and better 
beings develop from its dead corpse. 


So, it’s my essential dilemma as regards the traditional Satanism - does it seek after RHP ends 
by using LHP means? Or vice versa? Maybe beyond the Abyss such distinctions don’t matter so 
much. Do they? 


The Cosmic Exploration 


As regards the Cosmic exploration - | suppose some people know what happens to the human 
brain when near to the Great Vacuum. Whatever psycho-physical training the astronauts have 
undergone, suspending in weightlessness during their stay in the orbital stations with their 
brains exposed to the closeness of the Great Vacuum, some strange modifications occur to their 
perception - some see some dead relatives, some receive some mystic revelations (according to 


their beliefs) and most of them return with changed minds (and bodies) on the earth... The 
more one recedes from the earth’s orbit and penetrates further in the Space the more drastic 
changes in one’s perception will occur... Of course, the governments don’t speak about these 
phenomena. 


The human brain is predestined to mutate when get in touch with the Great Vacuum - the little 
vacuum within us, which in fact is the container of our consciousness will start reacting in the 
nearness of its Big Brother... That’s the main reason the governments are limited the Cosmic 
explorations to the present stagnation. They fear the expansion of human consciousness 
because it will damage with madness and destroy the narrow-minded like them. 


In Conclusion 


Despite of some reserves of mine, I’m rather on the same side of the front as the English 
traditional Satanism and | will support its cause, which presently proved to be the closest to my 
own than any other who pretend to be Satanic. Yet it is really pity that there is no unity in the 
Satanic front and that in general each group lacks a really clear view of the Aeonics. Almost all 
| have read seems to me unsatisfactory, That’s why | prefer not to join any of the existing 
groups and remain solitary until | attain to mastership. it’s most probably that | will then form 
my own Satanic order. 


At last | would like to throw a weird hint for a Total War against the present order of the world. 
| have practised outdoors magick for many years (having worked as a meteorologist as well) and 
have noticed some weird responses (not to say intelligent) on the part of the weather... | have 
observed a very strange behaviour on the part of some whirlwinds, vortexes and even stormy 
clouds - as if they were living and sentient beings. The folklore says about certain female 
chthonic forces and dragons who manifest as whirlwinds and storms. | have been able 
repeatedly to make the moon or the sun to show itself behind the clouds. | have succeeded in 
bringing about raining. Sometimes the whole sky has suddenly darkened according to my 
magickal activity. |, who fear the lightning’s, dare to say it. The weather control would be the 
Satanic magickian’s most tremendous weapon against the governments. | think it has always 
been the most feared Black Magick. (Note what Mosheh did in Egypt.) So, may other Satanic 
magickians also try to master the art of weather control by communicating with the earth 
atmosphere and let them be open-minded to the possibility our Dark Mother Earth to prove a 
living, sentient being. |, who know the horror of the earthquake, dare to say it. | feel that the 
Dark Gods would manifest as directed natural disasters as well... Maybe the aeonic centres of 
the distorting ethos are first to be stricken. 


| realise from my own experience that some Totalitarian/Ultra modernist form is necessary in 
overcoming the tyranny of Postmodernism - that false freedom for individuals who are not 
individuals, that license for mediocrity, that paradise for the half-hearted truths and 
abstractionism, that tolerance to degeneration. If in the beginning | applauded it as a way of 
choosing and combining many different but useful approaches to a single purpose, now | realize 
that such an approach could hardly work even for individuals who have the will to aim at the 
single purpose of the LHP quest (and who are a few) and for the majority it is just a 
supermarket of beliefs which is only to keep on their eternal consumerist sleep. Moreover, the 
quality of the information offered in the educational institutions is more and more lowering. | 
have had the experience of dealing with an institutionalized form of Postmodernism and | know 
very well who stands behind it... 


Whatever totalitarian form is to be used it should be controlled by the Satanists through 
Draconian measures applied especially to the boors who try to work their way to power. That’s 
why in the case of Aryanism the three Aryan estates should be imposed at any cost in the 
society. No boors in power - let them plough the earth from dawn to sunset and have no time 
even to dream to be in power! The Satanists with more anarchistic attitudes should understand 
that the human mobs need awe, not freedom. Note that the anarchists are the first victims 
when the mob rules. | think one of the great Hitler’s merits was the idea of the organic state as 
opposed to the dead formal staite of "order and silence", the idea of the state as a means of the 
race - its only justification. Whatever differences between the Satanists, the Satanic cause 
should be one: the Satanic reign over the world. Satan should recognise Hir own spawn 
(provided that spawn comes out genuinely Satanic). No New Aeon and Cosmic expansion until 
the Old One is not realized consciously. Anyway, the unrealized potential of the Old Aeon needs 
a Cosmic perspective in order to fully unfold. 


Hail Vindex! 


Terros 


PROJECT MONARCH 


Non-TOB author (Research) 


Nazi Mind Control 


Amidst the subtle cerebral circumvention of the gullible populace, through a multitude of 
manipulated mediums, ties one of the most diabolical atrocities perpetrated upon a segment of 
the human race; a form of systematic mind control which has permeated every aspect of 
society for almost fifty years.To objectively ascertain the following, one may need to re- 
examine preconceived ideologies relating to the dualistic nature of mankind. 

Resolving the philosophical question of whether we are inherently good or inherently evil is 
tantamount in shaping our perception of reality; specifically, the spiritual variable within the 
equation of life. 


This exposition is substantiated by declassified U.S. government documents, individuals 
formerly connected to the U.S. intelligence communities, historical writings, researchers 
knowledgeable in mind control, publications from mental health practitioners, and interviews 
taken from survivors unwittingly subjected to a highly complex form of trauma-based mind 
control known as MONARCH programming. 


Aword of caution for survivors of intensively systematic mind control and/or some form of 
ritualized abuse: There are numerous “triggers” in this article. It is therefore recommended not 
to read it unless appropriate support systems are in place or if you have a thoroughly 
reintegrated personality. 


A Brief History of Control 


The Mystery Religions of ancient Egypt, Greece, India and Babylon helped lay the foundation for 
occultism, meaning “hidden knowledge.” One of the earliest writings giving reference to 
occultism is the Egyptian Book of the Dead, a compilation of rituals explicitly describing 
methods of torture and intimidation (to create trauma), the use of potions (drugs) and the 
casting of spells (hypnotism), ultimately resulting in the total enslavement of the initiate. [1] 
These have been the main ingredients for a part of occultism known as Satanism, throughout 
the ages. During the 13th Century, the Roman Catholic church increased and solidified its 
dominion throughout Europe with the infamous Inquisition. Satanism survived this period of 
persecution, deeply entrenching itself under the veil of various esoteric groups. 


\n 1776, a Bavarian Jesuit by the name of Adam Weishaupt was commissioned by the House of 
Rothschild to centralize the power base of the Mystery Religions into what is commonly known 
as the Illuminati, meaning “Enlightened Ones.” This was an amalgamation of powerful occultic 
bloodlines, elite secret societies and influential Masonic fraternities, with the desire to 
construct the framework for a “New World Order.” The outward goal of this Utopia was to bring 
forth universal happiness to the human race. However, their underlying intention was to 
gradually increase control over the masses, thus becoming masters of the planet. 


The Anglo Alliance 


By the 19th century, Great Britain and Germany were recognized as the primary geographic 
areas of Illuminati control. It then should be of little surprise to know the first work in 
Behavioral Science research was established in England in 1882, while much of the early 
medical and psychiatric techniques involved in mind control were pioneered at the Kaiser 
Wilhelm Institute in Germany. The Tavistock Institute of Human Relations was set up in London 
in 1921 to study the “breaking point” of humans. Kurt Lewin, a German psychologist, became 
the director of the Tavistock Institute in 1932, about the same time Nazi Germany was 
increasing its research into neuropsychology, parapsychology and multi-generational occultism. 
Interestingly, a progressive exchange of scientific ideas was taking place between England and 
Germany, most notably in the field of eugenics: the movement devoted to “improving” the 
human species through the control of hereditary factors in mating. The nefariously enigmatic 
union between the two countries was bonded, partly through the Order of the Golden Dawn, a 
secret society which consisted of many high ranking officials in the Nazi party and British 
aristocracy. Top SS Nazi officer Heinrich Himmler, was in charge of a scientific project called 
Lebersborn, which included selective breeding and adoption of children, a peculiarly large 
number of twins among them.[2] The purpose of the program was to create a super-race 
(Aryans) who would have total allegiance to the cause of the Third Reich(New World Order). 
Much of the preliminary experimentation concerning genetic engineering and behavior 
modification was ‘conducted by Dr. Josef Mengele at Auschwitz, where he coldly analyzed the 
effects of trauma-bonding, eye-coloring and “twinning” upon his victims. Beside the insidious 
surgical experimentation performed at the concentration camp, some of the children were 
subjected to massive amounts of electroshock. Sadly, many of them did not survive the 
brutality. 


Concurrently, “brain-washing” was carried out on inmates at Dachau, who were placed under 
hypnosis and given the hallucinogenic drug mescaline. During the war, parallel behavioral 
research was led by Dr. George Estabrooks of Colgate University. His involvement with the 
Army, CID, FBI and other agencies remains shrouded in secrecy. However, Estabrooks would 
occasionally “slip” and discuss his work involving the creation of hypno-programmed couriers 
and hypnotically-induced split personalities. [3] 


After WWII, the U.S. Department of Defense secretly imported many of the top German Nazi 
and Italian Fascist scientists and spies into the United States via South America and the 
Vatican. The code name for this operation was Project PAPERCLIP.[4] One of the more 
prominent finds for the U.S. was German General Reinhard Gehlen. Hitler’s Chief of Intelligence 
against Russia. Upon arriving in Washington D.C. in 1945, Gehlen met extensively with 
President Truman, General William “Wild Bill” Donovan, Director of the Office of Strategic 
Services(OS3j and Allen Dulles, who would later become the stalwart head of the CIA. The 
objective of their brain-storming sessions was to reorganize the nominal American intelligence 
operation, transforming it into a highly-efficient covert organization. The culmination of their 
efforts produced the Central intelligence Group in 1946, renamed the Central Intelligence 
Agency(CiA) in 1947. 


Reinhard Gehlen also had profound influence in helping to create the National Security Council, 
from which the National Security Act of 1947 was derived. This particular piece of legislation 
was implemented to protect an unconscionable number of illegal government activities, 
including clandestine mind control programs. 


The Evolution of Project MKULTRA 


With the CIA and National Security Council firmly established, the first in a series of covert 
brain-washing programs was initiated by the Navy in the fall of 1947. Project CHATTER was 
developed in response to the Soviet’s “successes” through the use of “truth drugs.” This 
rationale, however was simply a cover story if the program were to be exposed. The research 
focused on the identification and testing of such drugs for use in interrogations and the 
recruitment of agents.[5] The project was officially terminated in 1953. 


The CIA decided to expand their efforts in the area of behavior modification, with the advent 
of Project BLUEBIRD, approved by director Allen Dulles in 1950. Its objectives were to; (1) 
discover a means of conditioning personnel to prevent unauthorized extraction of information 
from them by known means, (2) investigate the possibility of control of an individual by 
application of special interrogation techniques, (3) investigate memory enhancement and (4) 
establish defensive means for preventing hostile control of agency personnel. In August 1951, 
Project BLUE BIRD was renamed Project ARTICHOKE, which evaluated offensive uses of 
interrogation techniques, including hypnosis and drugs The program ceased in 1956. Three 
years prior to the halt of Project ARTICHOKE, Project MKULTRA came into existence on April 13, 
1953 along the lines proposed by Richard Helms, Deputy Director of Central intelligence (DDC!) 
with the rationale of establishing a “special funding mechanism of extreme sensitivity.”[6] The 
hypothetical etymology of “MK” may possibly stand for “Mind Kontrolle.” The obvious 
translation of the German word “Kontrolle” into English is “control.”[7] A host of German 
doctors, procured from the post war Nazi talent pool, were an invaluable asset toward the 
development of MKULTRA. The correlation between the concentration camp experiments and 
the numerous sub-projects of MKULTRA are clearly evident. The various avenues used to control 
human behavior under MKULTRA included radiation, electroshock, psychology, psychiatry, 
sociology, anthropology, graphology, harassment substances and paramilitary devices and 
materials “LSD” being the most widely dispensed “material”. A special procedure, designated 
MKDELTA, was established to govern the use of MKULTRA abroad. MKULTRA/DELTA materials 
were used for harassment, discrediting or disabling purposes.[8] Of the 149 subprojects under 
the umbrella of MKULTRA having been identified, Project MONARCH, officially begun by the 
U.S. Army in the early 1960's (although unofficially implemented much earlier) appears to be 
the most prominent and is still classified as TOP SECRET for “National Security” reasons.[9} 
MONARCH may have culminated from MKSEARCH subprojects, such as operation SPELLBINDER, 
which was set up to create “sleeper” assassins (i e. “Manchurian candidates”) who could be 
activated upon receiving a key word or phrase while in a post-hypnotic trance. Operation 
OFTEN, a study which attempted to harness the power of occultic forces was possibly one of 
several cover programs to hide the insidious reality of Project MONARCH. 


Definition and Des@"ption 


The name MONARCH is not necessarily defined within the context of royal nobility, but rather 
refers to the monarch butterfly. When a person is undergoing trauma induced by electroshock, 
a feeling of light-headedness is evidenced; as if one is floating or fluttering like a butterfly. 
There is also a symbolic representation pertaining to the transformation or metamorphosis of 
this beautiful insect: from a caterpillar to a cocoon (dormancy, inactivity ), to a butterfly (new 
creation) which will return to its point of origin. Such is the migratory pattern that makes this 


species unique. 


Occultic symbolism may give additional insight into the true meaning Psyche is the word for 
both “soul” and “butterfly” coming from the belief that human souls become butterflies while 


searching for a new reincarnation. [10] 


Some ancient mystical groups, such as the Gnostics, saw the butterfly as a symbol of corrupt 
flesh. The “Angel of Death” (remember Mengele?) in Gnostic art works was portrayed crushing 
the butterfly.[11] A marionette is a puppet that is attached to strings and is controlled by the 
puppet master, hence MONARCH programming is also referred to as the “Marionette 
Syndrome.” “Imperial Conditioning” is another term used, while some mental health therapists 
know it as “Conditioned Stimulus Response Sequences.” Project MONARCH could be best 
described as a form of structured dissociation and occultic integration, in order to 
compartmentalize the mind into multiple personalities within a systematic framework. During 
this process, a Satanic ritual, usually including Cabalistic mysticism, is performed with the 
purpose of attaching a particular demon or group of demons to the corresponding alter(s). Of 
course, most skeptics would view this as simply a means to enhance trauma within the victim. 
negating any irrational belief that demonic possession actually occurs. 


Alters and Triggers 


Another way of examining this convoluted victimization of body and soul is by looking at it as a 
complex computer program: A file (alter) is created through trauma, repetition and 
reinforcement. In order to activate (trigger) the file, a specific access code or password (cue or 
command) is required. The victim/survivor is called a “slave” by the progremmer/handler, who 
in turn is perceived as “master” or “god.” About 75% are female, since they possess a higher 
tolerance for pain and tend to dissociate easier than males. Subjects are used mainly for cover 
operations, prostitution and pornography; involvement in the entertainment industry is 
notable. A former military officer connected to the DIA, told this writer, “In the ‘big picture’ 
these people [MONARCH victims] are in all walks of life, from the bum on the street to the 
white-collar guy”. In corroboration, a retired CIA agent vaguely discussed the use of such 
personnel to be used as “plants” or “chameleons” for the purpose of infiltrating a designated 
group, gathering information and/or injecting an ulterior agenda. 


There are an inordinate amount of alters in the victim/survivor with numerous back-up 
programs, mirrors and shadows. A division of light-side (good) and dark-side (bad) alters are 
interwoven in the mind and rotate on an axis. 


One of the main internal structures, (of which their are many) within the system is shaped like 

a double-helix, consisting of seven levels. Each system has an internal programmer which "1 
‘oversees the “gatekeeper” (dernons?) who grant or deny entry into the different rooms. A few 

of the internal images predominately seen by victims/survivors are trees, the Cabalistic “Tree 

of Life,” with adjoining root systems, infinity loops, ancient symbols and letters, spider webs, 
mirrors or glass shattering, masks, castles, mazes, demons/monsters/aliens, sea shells, 
butterflies, snakes, ribbons, bows, flowers, hour glasses, clocks, robots, chain-of-command 
diagrams and/or schematics of computer circuitry boards, 


Bloodlines and Twinning 


A majority of the victims/survivors come from multi-generational Satanic families (bloodlines) 
and are ostensibly programmed “to fill their destiny as the chosen ones or chosen 
generations”(a term coined by Mengele at Auschwitz). Some are adopted out to families of 
similar origin. Others used in this neurological nightmare are deemed as the “expendable ones” 
(non-bloodliners), usually coming from orphanages, foster care homes, or incestuous families 
with a long history of pedophilia. There also appears to be a pattern of family members 


affiliated with government or military intelligence agencies. 


Many of the abused come from families who use Catholicism, Mormonism, or charismatic 
Christianity as a “front” for their abominable activities (though members of other religious 
groups are also involved.) 


Victims/survivors generally respond more readily to a rigid religious (dogmatic, legalistic) 
hierarchical structure because it parallels their base programming. Authority usually goes 
unchallenged, as their will has been usurped through subjective and command-oriented 
conditioning. 


Physical identification characteristics on victims/survivors often include multiple electrical 
prod scars and/or resultant moles on their skin, A few may have had various parts of their 
bodies mutilated by knives, branding irons, or needles, Butterfly or occult tattoos are also 
common. Generally, bloodliners are less likely to have the subsequent markings, as their skin is 
to “remain pure and unblemished.” 
The ultimate purpose of the sophisticated manipulation of these individuals may sound 
unrealistic, depending upon our interpretive understanding of the physical and spiritual realms. 
The deepest and darkest alters within bloodliners are purported to be dormant until the “Anti- 
Christ-’ is revealed. These “New World Order” alters supposedly contain call-back orders and 
instructions to train and/or initiate a large influx of people (possibly clones or “soulless ones”), 
thereby stimulating social control programs into the new millennium. Non-biological 
“twinning” is yet another bizarre feature observed within MONARCH programming. For 
instance, two young non related children would be ceremoniously initiated in 2 magical “soul- 
bonding” ritual so they might be “inseparably paired for eternity” (possibly another Mengele 
connection?). They essentially share two halves of the programmed information, making them 
interdependent upon one another. Paranormal phenomenon such as astral projection, 
telepathy, ESP, etc. appear to be more pronounced between those who have undergone this 
process. 


Levels of MONARCH Programming [12] 


ALPHA. Regarded as “general” or regular programming within the base control personality; 
characterized by extremely pronounced memory retention, along with substantially increased 
physical strength and visual acuity. Alpha programming is accomplished through deliberately 

subdividing the victims personality which, in essence, causes a left brain-right brain division, 
allowing for a programmed union of L and R through neuron pathway stimulation, 


BETA. Referred to as “sexual” programming. This programming eliminates all learned moral 
convictions and stimulates the primitive sexual instinct, devoid of inhibitions. “cat” alters may 
come out at this level. 


DELTA. This is known as “killer” programming, originally developed for training special agents 
or elite soldiers (i.e. Delta Force, First Earth Battalion, Mossad, etc.) in covert operations. 
Optimal adrenal output and controlled aggression is evident, Subjects are devoid of fear; very 
systematic in carrying out their assignment. Self-destruct or suicide instructions are layered in 
at this level. 


THETA. Considered to the “psychic” programming. Bloodliners (those coming from multi- 
generational Satanic families) were determined to exhibit a greater propensity for having 


telepathic abilities than did non-bloodliners. Due to its evident limitations, however, various 
forms of electronic mind control systems were developed and introduced, namely, bio-medical 
human telemetry devices (brain implants), directed-energy lasers using microwaves and/or 
electromagnetics. It is reported these are used in conjunction with highly-advanced computers 
and sophisticated satellite tracking systems. 


OMEGA. A “self-destruct” form of programming, also known as “Code Green.” The 
corresponding behaviors include suicidal tendencies and/or self-mutilation. This program is 
generally activated when the victim/survivor begins therapy or interrogation and too much 
memory is being recovered. 


GAMMA. Another form of system protection is through “deception” programming, which elicits 
misinformation and misdirection. This level is intertwined with demonology and tends to 
regenerate itself at a later time if inappropriately deactivated. 


Methods and Components 


The initial process begins with creating dissociation within the subject, usually occurring from 
the time of birth to about six years. This is primarily achieved through the use of electroshock 
(ECT) and is at times performed even when the child is in the mother’s womb. Due to the 
severe trauma induced through ECT, sexual abuse and other methods, the mind splits off into 
alternate personalities from the core. Formerly referred to as Multiple Personality Disorder, it 
is presently recognized as Dissociative Identity Disorder and is the basis for MONARCH 
programming. Further conditioning of the victim’s mind is enhanced through hypnotism, 
double-bind coercion, pleasure-pain reversals, food, water, sleep and sensory deprivation, 
along with various drugs which alter certain cerebral functions. 


The next stage is to embed and compress detailed commands or messages within the specified 
alter. This is achieved through the use of hi-tech headsets, in conjunction with computer-driven 
generators which emit inaudible sound waves or harmonics that affect the RNA covering of 
neuron pathways to the subconscious and unconscious mind. “Virtual Reality” optical devices 
are sometimes used simultaneously with the harmonic generators projecting pulsating colored 
lights, subliminals and split-screen visuals. High voltage electroshock is then used for memory 
dissolution. 


Programming is updated periodically and reinforced through visual, auditory and written 
mediums. Some of the first programming themes included the Wizard of Oz and Alice and 
Wonderland, both heavily saturated with occultic symbolism. Many of the recent Disney movies 
and cartoons are used in a two-fold manner: desensitizing the majority of the population, using 
subliminals and neuro-linguistic programming, and deliberately constructing specific triggers 
and keys for base programming of highly-impressionable MONARCH children. A prime example 
of how subliminal programming works is by looking at the recent Disney cinematic sensation 
Pochahontas, curiously billed as their “33rd” (highest degree in Scottish Rite Freemasonry) 
animated movie. In the movie, Grandmother Willow is a mystical 400 year old tree who 
counsels the motherless Pochahontas to listen to her heart and help her realize all the answers 
lie within. Grandmother Willow is constantly talking in “double-speak” and using “reversals” 
(i.e. “Sometimes the right path is not the easiest one”; the esoteric derivative being: the left 
path [the path that leads to destruction] is the easiest one. In Illuminati Structured MPD 
Systems, the willow tree represents the occultic powers of Druidism. The intrinsic imagery of 
the tree’s branches, leaves and root systems are very significant, as some of the dark spiritual 
proper ties associated with the Willow Tree Programming are: (!) 


The branches are used to whip victims in rituals for “cleansing” purposes, (2) A willow tree can 
endure severe weather disturbances (i.e. storms) and is known for it’s pliability or flexibility, 
Victims/Survivors of the programming describe the willow’s branches wrapping around them, 
with no hope of escape, (3) The deep root system of the willow tree makes the victim/survivor 
feel as if they are falling deeper and deeper into an abyss while in a hypnotic trance. 


Music plays an instrumental role in programming, through combinations of variable tones, 
rhythms and words. Frightmeister Stephen King’s numerous novels and subsequent movies, are 
purported by credible sources to be used for such villainous purposes. One of his latest books, 
Insomnia, features a picture of King with the trigger phrase “WE NEVER SLEEP,” (indicative of 
someone with MPD/ DID) below an all-seeing eye. A partial list of other mediums used to 
reinforce base programming are: 


Pinnochio, Sleeping Beauty, Snow White, Beauty and the Beast, Aladdin, The Little Mermaid, 
The Lion King, E. T., Star Wars, Ghost Busters, Trancers Il, Batman, Bewitched, Fantasy Island, 
Reboot, Tiny Toons, Duck Tails, The Dead Sea Scrolls and The Tall Book of Make Believe. A few 
movies which depict or portray some aspect of MONARCH programming are Hell raiser 3, Raising 
Cain, Labyrinth, Telefon, Johnny Mneumonic, Point of No Return, The Lawnmower Man and“ 
Closet Land. 


Programmers and Places 


It’s difficult to figure out who the original programmer of this satanic project was, due to the 
substantial amount of disinformation and cross-contamination propagated by the “powers that 
be.” The two that went by the color-coded name of Dr. Green are a Jewish doctor named Dr. 
Gruenbaum, who supposedly collaborated with the Nazis during WWII, and Dr. Josef Mengele, 
whose trademark of cold blooded and calculating brutality has not only scarred the souls of 
survivors from Auschwitz, but also a countless number of victims throughout the world. 
‘Mengele’s direct involvement at the infamous Auschwitz concentration camp was suspiciously 
downplayed during the Nuremberg Trials, and consequently no intensified effort by the U.S. and 
it’s allies was directed toward his capture.[13] As a means to confuse serious investigators as to 
his whereabouts, U.S. officials would report Mengele being a non-threatening, recluse in * 
Paraguay or Brazil, or that he was simply dead (the “Angel of Death” miraculously must have 
come back to life at least five different times). 


His unprecedented research, at the expense of thousands of lives, undoubtedly was a significant 
bonus to U.S. interests, Besides using the pseudonym of Dr. Green, survivors knew him as 
Vaterchen (daddy), Schoner Josef (beautiful Joseph), David and Fairchild. A gracefully 
handsome man of slight stature, Mengele would disarm people with his gentle demeanor, while 
at other times, he would explode into violent rages.[14] Other characteristics remembered by 
survivors were the cadence of his shiny black boots as he paced back and forth and his I-love- 
you/\-love-you-not” daisy game. When he pulled off the last daisy petal, he would maliciously 
torture and kill a small child in front of the other child he was programming. Distraught 
survivors also recalled being thrown naked into cages with monkeys, who were trained to 
viciously abuse them. Evidently, Mengele enjoyed reducing people to the level of animals. He 
also would purposely restrain his victims from crying, screaming, or showing any excessive 
emotion. 


Dr. D. Ewen Cameron, also known as Dr. White, was the former head of the Canadian, American 
and World Psychiatric Associations. Because of Cameron's extensive experience and 
credentials, the ClA’s Allen Dulles funneled millions of dollars throughout organizations like the 


society for the Investigation of Human Ecology, which Cameron ruthlessly presided 
over. Experimentations were conducted at several locations in Montreal, mostly at McGill 
University, St Mary’s Hospital and Allan Memorial Institute. 


Besides the conventional methods of psychiatric tyranny, such as electroshock drug injections 
and lobotomies, Cameron conceived the technique of “psychic driving,” wherein unsuspecting 
patients were kept in a drug induced coma for several weeks and administered a regimen of 
electroshocks, while electronic helmets were strapped to their heads and repetitive auditory 
messages were transmitted at variable speeds. [15] 


Many of those exploited were abused children which had been run through the Roman Catholic 
orphanage system. Not surprisingly, Dr Cameron has been conveniently left out of most 
psychiatric journals. This may have been, in fact, largely due to Project MKULTRA being 
publicly exposed in 1970, through lawsuits filed by Canadian survivors and their families. The 
CIA and Canadian government settled out of court so as not to be required to officially admit to 
any wrongdoing. 


A former U.S. Army Lt. Col. in the DIA’s Psychological Warfare Division, Michael, Aquino, is the 
latest in a line of alleged government-sponsored sadists. Aquino, an eccentric genius, founded 
the Temple of Set, an offshoot of Anton LaVey’s Church of Satan. His obsession with Nazi pagan 
rituals and his hypnotic manipulation of people made him an ideal candidate for the position of 
“Master Programmer.” Aquino was connected with the Presidio Army Base day care scandal, in 
which he was accused child molestation. Much to the dismay of the young victims’ parents, all 
charges were dismissed. Code-named “Malcolm”, Aquino developed training tapes on how to 
create a MONARCH slave and worked as a liaison between Government/Military Intelligence and 
various criminal organizations and occult groups in the distribution of MONARCH slaves.[16] 
Heinrich Mueller was another important programmer who went under the code names “Dr. 
Blue” or “Gog.” He apparently has two sons who have carried on the trade. The original “Dr. 
Black” was apparently Leo Wheeler, the nephew of deceased General Earle G. Wheeler, who 
was the commander of the Joint Chiefs of Staffs during the Vietnam War. Wheeler’s protege, E. 
Hummel is active in the Northwest, along with W. Bowers (from the Rothschild bloodline). 
Other alleged master mind manipulators, past and present, are: Dr. Sydney Gottleib, Lt. Col 
John Alexander, Richard Dabney Anderson (USN), Dr. James Monroe, Dr. John Lilly, Lt. Comdr. 
Thomas Narut, Dr William Jennings Bryan, Dr. Bernard L. Diamond, Dr. Martin T. Orne, Dr. Louis 
J. West, Dr Robert J. Lifton, Dr. Harris Isbel and Col. Wilson Green In order to keep MKULTRA 
from being easily detected, the CLA segmented its subprojects into specialized fields of 
research and development at universities, prisons, private laboratories and hospitals Of course, 
they were rewarded generously with government grants and miscellaneous funding. 


The names and locations of some of the major institutions involved in MONARCH programming 
experimentation were/are: 


Cornell, Duke, Princeton, UCLA, University of Rochester, MIT, Georgetown University Hospital, 
Maimonides Medical Center, St. Elizabeth’s Hospital (Washington D.C.), Bell Laboratories, 
Stanford Research Institute, Westinghouse Friendship Laboratories, General Electric, ARCO and 
Manking Research Unlimited, The “final product” was/is usually created on military 
installations and bases, where maximum security is required. Referred to as (re) programming 
centers or near-death trauma centers, the most heavily identified are: 

China Lake Naval Weapons Center, The Presidio, Ft. Dietrick, Ft. Campbell, Ft. Lewis, Ft. Hood, 
Redstone Arsenal, Offutt AFB, Patrick AFB, McClellan AFB, MacGill AFB, Kirkland AFB, Nellis 
AFB, Homestead AFB, Grissom AFB, Maxwell AFB and Tinker AFB 


Other places recognized as major programming sites are Langley Research Center, Los Alamos 
National Laboratories, Tavistock Institute and areas in or by Mt. Shasta, CA, Lampe, MO and Las 


Vegas, NV. 
Notable Names 


One of the first documented cases of a MONARCH secret agent was that of the voluptuous 
1940's model, Candy Jones. The book, The Control of Candy Jones, (Playboy Press) portrays her 
12 years of intrigue and suspense as a spy for the CIA. Jones, whose birth name is Jessica 
Wilcox, apparently fit the physiological profile as to be one of the initial experiments or human 
guinea pigs under the government's “scientific” project, MKULTRA. 


The most publicized case of MONARCH monomania has surfaced through the book TRANCE 
Formation of America: 


The True Life Story of a CIA Slave by Cathy O’Brien. On the back cover it emphatically states, 
“Cathy O’Brien is the only vocal and recovered survivor of the Central Intelligence Agency’s 
MKULTRA Project Monarch mind control operation” This documented autobiography contains 
compelling accounts of O’Brien’s years of unrelenting incest and eventual introduction into 
Project MONARCH by her perverted father. Along with co-author Mark Phillips, her rescuer and 
deprogrammer, Cathy covers an almost unbelievable array of conspiratorial crime: forced 
prostitution (white slavery) with those in the upper echelons of world politics, covert 
assignments as a “drug mule” and courier, and the country-western music industry’s 
relationship with illegal CIA activities. 


Paul Bonaci 2 courageous survivor who endured almost two decades of degradation under 
Project MONARCH, has disclosed strong corroborating evidence of widescale crimes and 
corruption from the municipal/state level all the way up to the White House. [17] He has 
testified about sexually-abused males selected from Boy’s Town in Nebraska and taken to 
nearby Offut AFB, where he says they were subjected to intense MONARCH programming, 
directed mainly by Commander Bill Plemmons and former Lt. Col. Michael Aquino.[18] After 
thoroughly tormenting the young boys into mindless oblivion, they were used (along with girls) 
for pornography and prostitution with several of the nation’s political and economic power 
brokers. Bonnaci recalled being transported from the Air Force base via cargo planes to 
McClelland AFB in California. Along with other unfortunate adolescents and teenagers, he was 
driven to the elite retreat, Bohemian Grove. The perpetrators took full advantage of these 
innocent victims, committing unthinkable perversions in order to satisfy their deviant lusts. 
Some victims were apparently murdered, further traumatizing already terrified and broken 
childr en. An insuitable actress of marginal talent (now deceased), a morally-corrupt T.V. 
evangelist, a heralded former Green Beret officer and a popular country-western singer are a 
few others likely having succurnbed to MONARCH madness. Lee Harvey Oswald, Sirhan-Sirhan, 
Charlie Manson, John Hinckley Jr., Mark Chapman, David Koresh, Tim McVeigh and John Salvi 
are some notable names of infamy, strongly suspected of being pawns who were spawned by 
MKULTRA, 


Deprogrammers and Exposers 


Dr. Corydon Hammond, a Psychologist from the University of Utah, delivered a stunning lecture 
entitled “Hypnosis in MPD: Ritual Abuse” at the Fourth Annual Eastern Regional Conference on 
Abuse and Multiple Personality, June 25, 1992 in Alexandria, Virginia. He essentially confirmed 
the suspicions of the attentive crowd of mental health professionals, wherein a certain 


percentage of their clients had undergone mind control programming in an intensively 
systematic manner. Hammond alluded to the Nazi connection, military and CIA mind control 
research, Greek letter and color programming and specifically mentioned the Monarch Project 
in relation to a form of operative conditioning. 


Shortly after his ground breaking speech, he received death threats. Not wanting to jeopardize 
the safety of his family, Dr. Hammond stopped disseminating any follow-up information, until 
recently. Mark Phillips, a former electronics subcontractor for the Department of Defense, was 
privy to some of the top secret mind control activities perpetrated by the U.S. government. His 
inquisitive demeanor, strong conscience and heart-felt concern for Cathy O’Brien, a 
“Presidential Model’ under Project MONARCH, prompted him to reveal the inner-workings of 
this grand deception beginning about 1991. As the story goes, he helped Ms. O’Brien escape 
from her captors and was able to deprogram her in about a years time in Alaska. The 
controversial Phillips has his share of critics who are skeptical of the veracity of his claims. 
New Orleans therapist Valerie Wolf introduced two of her patients before the President’s 
Committee on Human Radiation Experiments on March 15, 1995 in Washington D.C. The 
astonishing testimony made by these two brave women included accounts of German doctors, 
torture, drugs, electroshock, hypnosis and rape, besides being exposed to an undetermined 
amount of radiation. Both Wolf and her patients stated they recovered the memories of this CIA 
program without regression or hypnosis techniques.[19] Wolf presently devotes much of her 
time to counseling such survivors. 


A former labor attorney for Atlantic Richfield Co., David E. Rosenbaum, conducted a nine. year 
investigation (1983-1992) concerning allegations of physical torture and coercive conditioning 
of numerous employees at an ARCO plant in Monaca, PA.[20] His clients. Jerry L. Dotey and Ann 
White, were victims of apparent radiation exposure; but as Mr. Rosenbaum probed deeper in 
the subsequent interview sessions, a “Pandora’s Box” was unveiled. His most astonishing 
conclusion was that Jerry Dotey and Ann White were likely the off-spring of Adolf Hitler, based 
in part on the uncanny resemblance from photos (facial features; bone structure and size were 
taken into consideration). Rosenbaum also states, “They both exhibit feelings and experiences 
that indicate they are twins.” Dotey and White were allegedly subjected to torture of many 
kinds while under drug induced hypnosis, with each one undergoing at least three training 
techniques by plant physicians. Each victim was trained to enter into 2 hypnotic state upon the 
occurrence of specific stimuli, usually involving a “cue” word or phrase and trained to 
“remember to forget” what transpired in the hypnotic state. They were repeatedly subjected 
to identical stimulus-response sequence, to produce nearly automatic reactions to the 
particular status. MKULTRA veteran, Dr. Bernard Diamond, Dr. Martin Ome and Dr. Josef 
Mengele regularly visited the ARCO plant, according to Rosenbaum. The special conditioning of 
Dotey and White was intended for the artificial creation of dual German personalities. 
Rosenbaum, who is Jewish, has maintained a deep friendship with the two, despite the 
seemingly precarious circumstances. 


Other renowned therapists involved in deprogramming are Cynthia Byrtus, Pamela Monday, 
Steve Ogilvie, Bennett Braun, Jerry Mungadze and Colin Ross. Some Christian counselors have 
been able to eliminate parts of the programming with limited success. 


Journalists who have recently expounded on the subject matter in exemplary fashion are 
Walter Bowart, Operation Mind Control, Jon Rappoport, U.S. Government Mind-Control 
Experiments on Children and Alex Constantine, Psychic Dictatorship In The USA 


Conclusion 


The most incriminating statement to date made by a government official as to the possible 
existence of Project MONARCH was extracted by Anton Chaitkin, a writer for the publication, 


The New Federalist. 


When former CiA Director William Colby was asked directly, “What about monarch?” he replied 
angrily and ambiguously, “We stopped that between the late 1960’s and the early 1970's.” 
Suffice to say that society, in its apparent state of cognitive dissonance, is generally in denial 
of the over whelming evidence of this multifarious conspiracy. Numerous victims/ survivors of 
Project MONARCH are in desperate need of help. However, the great majority of people are too 
preoccupied with themselves to show any genuine compassion toward these severely wounded 
‘individuals. Apathy has taken over the minds of the masses, who choose to exist within the 
comforts of this world. Reality has thus become obscured by relativism and selfishness. 


Although there has been some progress in deprogramming and reintegrating therapies, a much 
greater problem needs to be rectified. The Holy Bible addresses this problem as the 
fragmentation of the soul (Ezekiel 13:20). A spiritual restoration is what is truly needed (Psalm 
23:3) but can only take place by completely trusting in Jesus Christ as the way to salvation 
(John 3:16; | Peter 3:18) and deliverance from demonic oppression and/or possession (Mark 
16:17). The true humility of Christ and the love of God effectively counters the pride and 
hatred of Satan. 


Statistically, the road to recovery for these survivors of unimaginable depravity is a long and 
tedious one, but God is the ultimate healer and only within his time, through His strength and 
by His grace, can the captives be set free (Isaiah 61:1). 
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DRILL SGT. GREY - A DISTURBING ANALYSIS 


VVM 


A NOCTULIAN craves DISCIPLINE. 


DRILL SGT. 333 is the LEADER of the VV (Velton Vindex Movement.) He is a grim, grey alien 
with large, almond-shaped eyes and a small, skeletal figure (which is in contrast to his over- 
sized head.) He wears a Drill Sgt. Uniform (including a large, harsh brimmed hat with the 
numerical code ‘333’ emblazoned on the front, military pants tucked into combat boots and a 
military battle-ready logistical jacket emblazoned with the numeric ‘333’ and on which is 
pinned an insignia of the Nine Angles, a patch bearing the sigil of the TOB and upon the collar- 
tab epaulets is the numbers ‘333’ - the latter which appears on both of his thin, starved 
shoulders.) He wears a black armband with large white letters sewn onto the clothe bearing the 
initials 'VVM". His mouth is only a slit which never smiles. From his mouth emanates only hate 
because he hates you, he wants to discipline you, he wants to punish you, he wants to push you 
‘over the brink so that you fall - like chaff - into the blaze of the abyss, the blaze of subversion, 
the blaze of the clandestine, the blaze of torture, the blaze of discipline. 


He carries a wooden punishment paddle that has been drilled with holes, many, many holes. 
The holes are to lessen wind resistance when he beats you and he will beat you - he will beat 
you like a bad little girl or a bad little boy but he will not beat you because you have been bad, 
he will beat you because you have not been bad enough. When he bends you over and paddles 
your bottom it is 2 loving discipline because he is saying to you: do not be human, be a 
Noctulian! Although the way he phrases it may sound more like “TOUGHEN UP YOU WIMP!” or it 
may even sound like the churning and grating of hideous machinery in a terrible, dark and grim 
factory somewhere in the astral wastelands. Did | mention he also carries a cat 0’ nine tails 
made of a hideous leather-like substance which is interspersed with spikes? You are truly a 
fortunate soul if Drill Sgt. 333 decides to go after you with that particularly unholy implement. 


The name tag on his battle-ready logistical jacket reads “GREY” - just in case you do not 
recognize him when you see him... But if you do see him you will surely recognize him, because 
only the most fortunate boys and girls receive the very specific sort of balloons and surprises 
that Drill Sgt. Grey has to offer. 


Every foul verbal abuse that issues forth from his mouth which swirls and rotates with the 
horrors of Nythra will make you more motivated. Each beating he gives you will bring you closer 
and closer to the Abyss and insanity (like a trout swimming upstream, the Abyss will make you 
immolate yourself in the hideous and caustic ordeal of shedding the causal.) The more miles 
you run and the more push-ups you do chanting ‘333’ will help you transform from your current 
state into a bloated frog: bloated on the blood current of the Velton Vindex Movement and 
basking under the radioactive glow of atomic mushroom clouds who look down upon you with 
leering, spiral eyes. 


ro 


Blood Father 


My research began shortly after the consumption of your blood. I 
experienced a vivid hallucination of large tapeworm entering my arm. I was 
situated in the camper bed wherein a 7 to 9 inch off white parasite slithered 
into my skin along with severe heart palpitations. In the immediate I 
considered that it was a result of an incidental transmission of a 
hallucinogenic substance. 


In retrospect | believe this event, along with the compounded effects of the 
(redacted), sensory deprivation and trauma allowed for dissociative cracks 
culminating in different stages of communion and undead possession. Of 
course years of programming along with their associated ordeals were 
undeniable factors, though I would consider my stay at the center a zenith 
point. 


While I attempted to attribute certain personality shifts to exposure to an 
unusual environment as well as to you personally, certain severe alterations 
cannot be accounted for. In my studies as well as through direct 
transmissions relayed by the demons themselves, | have encountered 
connections to the ancient world, specifically Babylon. I was often skeptical 
of conspiracy theories and their speculations regarding the mystery religions 
but I suspect they may be true. 


The first and most jarring realization was that of the wentiko, a vampiric 
parasite that can take the shape of a worm. It enters the host, possesses it, 
and is particularly keen on manipulating those belonging to peculiar genetic 
lines. Your interest in the wendigo is certainly no coincidence. One of the 
things mentioned in the text (Levy, Paul, Wentiko The Greatest Epidemic 
Sickness Known to Humanity, 2011) was " Like a vampire, in full-blown 
wetikos there is nobody home, which is one of the reasons why, 
symbolically speaking, vampires have no reflection in a mirror (which, 


mythologically speaking, reflect back images of the human soul), ". Very 
pertinent as I had a dream in which I was gazing at ee only to see 
blank flesh. I can point to numerous examples of wentiko culture that were 


indistinguishable from you personally. 
The text describes monarch as well. 


"In a vampiric lineage, the wetiko virus's self-propagation is accomplished 
through the medium of the "family system" (be it our family of origin, or the 
human family), as the legacy of abuse (be it physical, sexual, political, 
emotional, psychological, or spiritual) gets passed down, both individually 
and collectively, and transmitted over generations, continually incarnating 
itself through the living. ". 


Through a series of odd synchronistic events it occurred to me that many 
major religions are based on the worship of Baal (such as Old Testament 
Christianity and Judaism) who in my estimation have strong ties with Satum. 
He is an egregious deity demanding blood sacrifices, with ties to 
transgressive, perverse and evil behavior. Though you may or may not be 
consciously aware I believe that the Tempel ov Blood is an arm of the saturn 
death cult. In fact, I would argue that everything may be Saturnian to some 
degree or another though the severity may differ. Somehow or other I also 
developed a fascination for the purported reptilian beings. Researching this 
subject I found a connection between the Sun and serpents. As Saturn is 
confirmed to be the Sun of the Ancient worlds, Solar serpents were thus 
Saturn serpents. 


This zealous interest then became concrete in my discussions with _, 
who discussed the Dragon lineages. These bloodlines have mixed with 
human beings and are genetically inclined as well as competent in ruling 
over humanity. This idea is expressed in Ancient Egypt, e.g. divine right to 
tule. The vast majority of royalty was heavily intertwined with the Gods of 


their pantheons. Previously I thought this was a psychological ploy but I am 
not so convinced at this time. 


Watching the film Hereditary had a profound effect on my psyche. The 
themes of trauma, genetics, and possession were not only highly interesting 
but also personally relevant. Having ___ seated next to me only added to 
the madness. I believe what ties this theory together is that the worm is non 
different from the serpent according to ancient sources. Maggots were also 
amalgamated into the same category, hence the significance of flies. The Old 
Dragon, Lord of the Flies, how did I not see it all along? 


Hellraiser had an obvious effect; the theme of becoming a different being 
entirely through sadistic means, though not conventionally evil in a western 
sense. Jacob's Ladder is haunting to this day, especially as I considered that 
stopping clozapine may have physically killed me. Seeing a license plate 
with the letters BZ also sends me down a thought spiral. Did a government 
agent actually anticipate my location, throw on the plate and find me for the 
sole purpose of fucking with me? Or it is an undead being who can 
manipulate the fabric of reality without difficulty? 


I would consider the fact that primitive cultures may not have made the 
differentiation between worms, maggots and reptiles. They all share similar 
characteristics. Also important to consider that these entities may be shape 
shifters and therefore assume any desired form. As an interesting note one of 
the first comments I made at the center was regarding and the 
existence of the toxoplasmosis phenomenon. If you recall it is a tapeworm 
parasite transmitted through cats that can cause schizophrenia. Perhaps this 
is why ancient cultures viewed cats as evil (such as Christian culture) 
whereas the Egyptians considered them sacred. 


The Saturn connection is so obsessive because one begins to see his mark 
everywhere. The question arises if one is simply forming connections in the 


mind or if they exist in reality, When you and others verify my experiences it 
" ¢, of at least have a semblance of sanity 4 
have considered whether or not I truly am schizophrenic as much of the 
initial phases were capitalizing upon strange beliefs and behavior for the 
purpose of acquiring SSDI, though things are not 80 black and white 
anymore. At this point 1 would say contemplating sanity IS Just useless 
masturbation. I would rather just masturbate to abuse stories and sandy hook 


compels me to believe | am san 


documentaries. 


I had mentioned that reality no longer feels solid, physical reality is off 
putting though difficult to delineate in an understandable way. I have come 
across the idea that serpents are in a perpetual dream state which could 
explain the phenomenon. The human being does contain reptilian brain 
known as the amygdala. One trait is that it regulates is the fight or flight 
phenomenon. I believe this plays a role in Monarch programming. When 
subjected to severe traumatization fight or flight kicks in as well as 
confusion. Not knowing which route to choose the brain simply fractures. 


Examining the physical components of trauma and dissociation is 
interesting, it shatters any doubt about the reality of the program. Interesting 
quote "So due to the way that traumatic memories are stored reminders of 
the trauma in the present, ‘trigger feelings and sensations associated to the 
original event’ (Matsakis, 1996), and thus, the fear response to the original 
traumatic event is frequently reproduced because the amygdala becomes 
potentiated, and starts giving more emotional meaning to objects and 
experiences that would otherwise not have been perceived as scary. " 


Very interesting as 1 have observed some clandestine organization members 
react to trauma in ways a normal person would find horrifying. Certainly 
more to be said on this but will end thus - I think every facet of existence, 
the building blocks of matter, are tied to unfathomable horror far exceeding 
even culture, art, science or language itself. Trying to investigate analytically 


may be a futile endeavor. This reality could be the final destination of the 
wicked and I wouldn't want it any other way. Regards (internal TOB 


message) 


Encounters 


They had been watching for quite some time. How long had they been 
lurking beneath his perception? How long indeed had he await their return to 


begin with? 


Their eyes he always remembered strongly. Black soulless eyes and their 
bulbous heads. Comparable to an insect or spider leering at you. Absolutely 
emotionless in the most extremely inhuman way. But still filled with an 
almost sociopathic predatory curiosity. They enjoyed games he believed. 


They always seemed to be watching from afar even when he was alone. It 
felt as if whence the initial contact was made those years ago that it had 
never truly been broken. The same contact that had threatened his very 
sanity and resulted in a sort of black gnosis. That had kept his Sinister 
morale alive in a world full of Nazarene effeminacy. 


He remembered that morning. Smoking a cigarette under dark blue clouds, It 
appeared like the firmament would crack open and unleash those same dark 
forces to roam freely on this earth. Making those Sinister prophecies a 
Teality. 


The knowledge imparted bordered on the absolute psychotic. The “elites” of 
this earth served the same masters. The world of matter being illusion. The 
truth about space and traversing both the physical and astral planes. 


d through it all a clearly misanthropic plan. A truly genocidal 
campaign planned for the future. The total and all encompassing cullin, s 
this earth by those Dark Immortals. Whose mental state could only 

rms as on the same level as a serial killer or dictator 


An 


described in human te ‘Sant 
Whose whole operation was totalitarian in nature. 


Beyond the mere realms of human perception. An illogical but nevertheless 
all to real Hell lurks close. Like a black radiation it emnantes and infects 
existence itself. Perhaps a self destruct mechanism for the entire Cosmos 


Who knows? 


And how those who sing the sweet songs of praise to their false messiah, 
And long for the days of world peace and brotherhood among humanity wil} 
have their sweet sickening dreams shattered in face of the true nightmarish 


plot lingering on the horizon. 


It just hasn’t blossomed quite yet. But it will and there will be pain and there 
will be suffering. (personal account of TOB clandestine organization 
member) 


Saturn's Children 


The children were raised in a remote compound. All members of the cult 
were scattered in different buildings in the same rural geographical area. 
Different facilities housed equipment of varying natures such as a learning 
center and weapons training center. This included a shooting range and a 
myriad of edged and blunted implements. Children were required to wear a 
sleek black uniform bearing patches akin to the hitler youth although far 
more heinous in appearance. 


An elitism was drilled into the heads of the younger family members. 
Though they were generally isolated from the mundane world they were 
adept in appearing, for all intents and purposes, normal when outside. When 
leaving the compound a change of clothes was adopted, carefully selected to 
imitate the youthful fashion at the time. 


Study was extremely rigorous and most of the children were fluent in several 
languages whereas common American children were struggling to read. 
Different experimental “smart drugs” were sometimes given to the children. 
Any results or lack thereof were noted. There was an emphasis on history, 
mathematics and critical thinking. Different methods were employed to 
increase their psychic capacity as well. Cards would be used to test the 
children’s capacity for remote viewing and those skilled were selected for 
more pointed exercises. 


The children that were birthed by the cult members typically had genetics 
and ancestral occult backgrounds that allowed for adeptness in such arts. 
Occasionally, foster children with very desirable qualities were privileged to 
live at the center. Dissociative traits, intelligence and aggression were sought 
out by the organization talent directors. 


Irma and Maria were the twin daughters of their two parent handlers. Both 
girls had piercing green eyes, blonde hair and milky skin. The girls, though 
sweet in mannerisms and appearance had very vicious personality shifts. 
Some of these shifts were so profound it would seem that another personality 
had inhabited their dual existence. The majority of time, they could 
communicate non verbally with near perfect clarity. 


They were conceived during an orgiastic ritual housed on the property. Their 
mother was biological, the true father however was unanimously selected for 
his abilities. Their current father, unbeknownst to them was simply acting as 
parent handler. During the violent sex the blood father was in fact in trance, 


possessed by multiple demons transmitted through semen. He was Wearing q 
black hood bearing a red baphomet. He was otherwise nude, muscular body 
covered in lacerations, burn marks and unusual occult iconography. 


Their rooms were decorated with sophisticated paintings they had designed 
themselves. Both girls were very fond of romantic realism. Carefully 
maintained instruments were also seated around the room along with several 
fully automatic ak47s and arl5s with 30 round pre loaded magazines. The 
twins had decided to perform a two piano arrangement of Stravinskys Rite of 
Spring, a difficult piece and brilliant composition. 


Within a menacing steel building was the altar space. It was exquisite and 
bore resemblance to that envisioned by Jeffrey Dahmer in his notebooks. 


The girls were preparing for an initiation into the cult of Gaubni 
accompanied by their mother Eva. 3 hours away from the compound was a 
secret ritual area accessible only to the cult. This particular ceremony was 
seen as a rite of passage within the organization and the entire collective 
family was ecstatic. 


The family began to drove to the compound, the windows completely 
blacked out. Hypnotic music was playing preparing the girls for their 
induction. Upon reaching the building a key was procured and the heavy 
chains were unlocked. Inside was a man seated on a table surrounded by 
human skulls and candles. He was gagged and the girls giggled with delight. 


They were asked to strip completely nude and handed a scalpel. The mans 
screaming could now be heard through the gag, saliva scattered everywhere. 
The girls thought to themselves that only one could perform the sacrifice, 
and so a game of rock paper scissors ensued. Irma won, her sister looking 
incredibly disappointed but also with respect towards the game. 


She then moved towards the man and debated how to kill him. It would 
seem to her that slitting the jugular would be the most effective means. She 
held the blade against the mans face and looked towards her family, as they 
looked on approvingly. She severed through the vein and blood gushed out 
like a fountain. The girls, now nude, smeared the blood on their bodies and 
began to dance. (visions of contemporary commandants cult) 


Dark Mothers 
(personal accounts of abuse from various compiled internet sources) 


"i scream to my 9 months baby begin to hit him on his hand i cry and cry i 
feel useless.” 

"| have had a hell of a seven yr marriage which i am ending and suddenly i 
am plagued with memories of me hitting...yes i said hitting my first child 
when she was about 5 months old. How evil was i? I was going through a 
very bad marriage with abuse from my husband and by nighttime i would b 
so tense so when my baby (who is now Syrs old) would cry at nights i could 
not handle her crying i wanted peace, peace i never has in the daytime when 
he was around. So i used to smack her and now i feel so bad so guilty. how 
could i do that? I have a neice and i would happy kill anyone who even 
smacks her so how could i do that to my own baby? How can i sort this one 
out i feel like i have an awful mum. I know i was suffering a lot but how can 
anyone hit a kid/......2" 

"when ever my girl doesnt listen to me... i het her badly.. i hate doing it... 
what to do after exeplanation also she doent listen... am i a bad mother...do i 
need a professional help..." 

"Things have been hard since my ex left us and decided to start a new life 
only 4 months ago. So I, a full-time working single mom now have full 
custody of our girls. My friends have overloaded schedules themsevles and 
my mom hasn't been able to help me lately due to being in the hospital. 
Needless to say, between having to drop our 4 year-old "magician" and 5 


month-old off at daycare while I try to make it to the office before the clock 
hits 8:00 a.m., I have been feeling overwhelmed. So why did I do it? She bit 


me, you see.” 
You Throw Away the Darkness 


He is/was 5 years older than me and my only sibling. We weren't very close - 
before it all started but it wasn't that bad,just normal siblings who fight over 
stuff. I was about 8 or 9 when he first started fondling me. Physically I was 
very developed for a 9 yr old,] had already developed boobs and was tall for 
my age and had a"full" body, Mentally I think I was even more childish than 
6 yr olds u see nowadays,I didn't knew abt sex and that kinda things at all,we 
never talked about them at our home and no source of information like the 
internet. Anyway so I had started developing breasts and they were very sore 
and painful. He asked me to come over to his room so he will massage then I 
didn't think anything about it and that's how it started. He would often 
massage my breasts and I didn't think anything about it 

Few days later he started coming to my room at night. I asked him why he 
was in my room so late at night and he would say he wanted to cuddle with 
his baby sis as he feels bad for my parents not loving me like they should do. 
Now please keep in mind my dad passed away when | was 2,Both my mom 
and my stepdad were very emotionally neglectful and | craved attention but 
didn't got it. 


I was glad I was suddenly getting so much attention and "love" from my 
brother who wouldnt even notice me earlier. He would say we would play 
games that nobody was supposed to know abt and I would say sure. Then he 
would kiss,fondle,dry hump me ete This went on for many nights then he 
started fingering me. Even as a naive child I knew it was not normal that he 
would took off my panty and put his fingers there and lick them | asked him 
why he was doing this and he said it is a kind of game and no way should 
anybody know abt it other than us. I dont know why but I believed him. This 


went on for years until soon after he turned 16,1 was around 11. He was 
waiting for the right time I guess. My grandpa got very ill and parents went 
there for about a month leaving me with him. He started as usual with the 
fondling and fingering then he took off his clothes and got naked. That was 
scary and I could tell this was something wrong, had never seen him naked 
before and I was scared seeing his huge boner,] hadn't seen anything like that 
before even though he did dry hump me many times. 


But before I could say something he pushed me to the bed and entered me 
quite forcefully. It was excruciatingly painful and I was screaming and 
crying but he kept pumping in and out doing what he was doing. After he 
was done I was bleeding profousely,burning down there in horrible pain and 
he cleaned me up in the shower and took the bedsheets to wash them. I was 
confused as to why he hurt me so bad and made me bleed,! thought he loved 
me. 


As stupid as it sounds,] still didn't know I was raped but I knew he hurt me 
very bad and "wounded" me. I was crying from the pain and he gave me 
some painkiller and hugged me and kissed me asking me to promise him not 
to tell our parents that I "hurt" him,that he was sorry. Well I obviously didn't 
tell anybody otherwise this won't continue which I still regret. 


To be fair my parents for the most part were very neglectful, leaving me 
alone with him for months at times,and its not like I could go to them and 
share these kind of things anyway because they wouldn't believe me and to 
be honest I was very scared of them. And I assume in my naive mind,without 
any knowledge of sex,I didn't knew what happened was rape, and he asked 
me over and over not to tell anybody anything at all otherwise we would be 
in trouble I was deprived of love and attention by my parents And I got that 
love and attention from him in the form of kisses,touching etc. 


] mean normally when someone is raped they are scared and being forcefully 
raped but with me it had been going on for years that I was conditioned to it 
and I enjoyed it. This is preciselh why I feel so guilty and disgusting,I 
enjoyed it. My mom would do laundry and she called me and asked me why 
are my panties soaking in discharge and if I was being molested by my 


stepdad. 


] was so scared. I said no, I don't know why I was so scared. Probably 
because I felt guilty and like I was equally to be blamed for enjoying the sex 
and getting wet even though now I realise it is biologically normal. Anyway 
this continued until he went away to college at 18,1 was 13. I was sad he was 
going away but as time went but I adjusted. 


He came home during Christmas and he had got a girlfriend by then. I 
remember being very jealous about it and actually getting upset. Even 
though he had a gf he came to my room at night and we continued as usual 
until he went back. This happened until I was 14. 


I learnt what rape is and realised what happened to me for so long is actually 
not as normal as I think. Once it all sank in I started rebelling and got 
depression. Next time he came over I told him will tell everyone he raped 
me for yrs if he tries to do it again. He never tried it again and we pretended 
like nothing ever happened at all. 


Well him atleast, I got years of depression anxiety and feeling like a slut. 
Even now I feel guilty and ashamed of whatever happened. I feel guilty 
because I never made any effort to stop him and made sure nobody knows 
about it as well,I enjoyed it and kept it a secret. 


As soon as I stopped him he never tried it again,So if I had stopped him 
when he started fingering me,I guess it would never happened so yes I do 
feel at fault. Everyone thought I was a rebel and a wild child but nobody 


knew the disgusting shameful secrets About 2 years back he died, He was 
only 29. 


I felt sad at the time because he was my brother after all but in a way felt 
it helped me cope better.I felt relieved thinking how nobody knows about 
my dark secrets anymore except 2 of my best friends nobody knows | Was 
raped and even they don't know it was my brother. Everyone adored him 
and he was known as this popular,helpful,loving guy,you know the guys 
liked by everyone. I'm 26 and have horrible anxiety and seen many 
therapists over the years, have had issues with relationships and till date 
haven't had a remarkable relationship,I just don't feel comfortable near 


men to trust them. 


I feel most guilty about that I never indicated that I didn't want it,And If] 
would have asked him to never do it again after he fingered me,maybe this 
whole thing would never happened." 


Trauma Induced Programming: A Firsthand Account 


The following describes my experience with dissociation induced 

deliberately, a phenomenon that has been studied in conspiratorial 

documents for some time. Interesting to note that the veracity of MPD and 

alter personalities is still contested within psychiatric circles to this day, let 

alone claims of Satanic Ritual Abuse. It would seem amnesic walls have 
developed regarding the actual torture programming, the account no longer 
perfect in memory. The implications of the ordeal, however, are certainly 
very much there, permanently etched into the mind. In addition to this, the 
relationship with the blood father who administered such has blossomed, 
though it is undoubtedly colored by the dynamic one enters between the 
handler and the handled, not dissimilar to Stockholm syndrome but of a 
slightly different nature. 


The first segment of the programming was that of sensory deprivation. I 
cannot recall at what time this occurred, whether day or night. I can 
distinctly remember, however, my reading of DSG: A Disturbing Analysis 
and Night of Satan prior, as recommended by my cult leader. The demonic 
resence was most palpable, seated in contemplation of the events leading 
up to this zenith trial. Though I had read the same text for many years, it did 
not fail to provide that sense of dark majesty and satanic brilliance as it did 
the first time. The blood father entered the facility proceeding to cuff and 
blindfold us, along with professional grade, sound blocking headphones. We 
were guided down the staircase, though as he saw my difficulty, we were 
simply lifted and carried. 


| 


Guided further, we were then shackled to a tree and left to stand for a period 
of approximately two hours. Important to note I was not given indication as 
to how long I would be held there. Many of these details remain hazy, 
though I could feel the eyes of my blood handler observing and mentally 
noting various things. We do recall some hallucinations of bleak landscapes, 
the contents of which are now fading. | was apprised beforehand of the 
actual beating ordeal, so perhaps we were relishing the moments of relative 
peace before the real pain was to commence. As time elapsed I felt as if I 
was entering further and further into a deep cavern, not dissimilar to those 
described in clandestine organizational literature. My conception of reality 
was slipping away incrementally. 


My next memory is being escorted into another room, harshly bent over. I 
could smell different burning chemicals, unknown to this day what effect 
they had. For the next hour (2) we were viciously ass beaten with a black 
paddle, a first hand disciplinary experience that I had craved for many years. 
Contrary to my preconceived belief, the pain did not dissipate as the affected 
area was struck, it continued to escalate with the soreness. I remember other 
body parts being beaten such as the feet. Being unable to see or move (still 


shackled and blindfolded) also added an enhanced element of panic, pain 


and disorientation. Lash, lash, lash. Scream, scream, scream. The though, 
occurred to me that the torment would continue forever, though I understogg 
intellectually this was not the case. Though the pain was still very much 
present, my mind did indeed begin to shatter. An uncanny floating Sensation 
began to take hold, much like the monarch butterfly described in the olg 
literature. I did not fully realize at the time what horrific future implications 


this would have. 


I was escorted again to a different room, and the equipment was finally 
removed. Found myself gazing up again to the blood father with awe and 
admiration, along with a dimly lit candle and knife he provided. No | 
instruction was needed at this point, the blade was dragged across my arm | 
and a copious blood offering was provided. Thus concluded the violent | 
ministration, and the emergence of a new being entirely, monarch 
programmed, possessed deeply by the Undead Gods. 


SRA is Real Suckers 


“Fuck” | thought to myself as I drove down the desolate to my destination on 
a Saturday evening anticipating the physical, psychological, and spiritual 
horror I was to endure for the remainder of the evening. | was headed to a 
shitty Days Inn to meet my TOB guide for trauma-based programming along 
with opening the gates to contact with The Undead. This was to signify my 
initiation as a neonate into the clandestine organization. Recently, | had 
taken his Blood Essence to mark the beginning of my transformation to the 
Vampiric Predator. As | continued down the barren highway, | began to feel a 
bizarre energy as | now felt I was being pulled to my destination by a sinister 
force. At this point, I had construed that there was no turing back. 


As | arrived at my destination and stepped out of my vehicle, | saw my guide 
in skinhead regalia and a cup of coffee promenading from the doorway he 
looked down at me from the balcony with a cold, disturbing gaze. From 


there he made his way down the stairs and tespectfully greeted me as he 
asked me to join him for a walk where he briefed me and discussed other 
covert topics. 


Upon returning to the Days Inn we entered ROOM 233 on the second floor 
of the motel. When we entered the room, I placed down my bag containing 
my belongings which included a blood covered copy of Iron Gates which 
had both my blood and my guide’s blood done via a blood exchange ritual 
The room was embellished with black candles, a black mirror, and a ‘maed 
photo of the Belgian child killer Marc Dutroux. The ritual clearly 
encompassed many themes based around the demon Moloch since child 
sacrifice was very common in ancient Canaanite religions. 


“Time for me to get ready” said my crazed guide as he proceeds slit his arms 
open with old fashioned razor blades. He took the blood from his wounds 
and rubbed it all over his place in a sort of war paint style. Then he 
approached me and rubbed his blood on my forehead. He then picked up his 
very own willow tree branch. He then began viciously striking his thigh a 
deranged, demonic look ran across his face. He let out a disturbing inhuman 
growl as he continued to dance around the room in ecstasy while 
simultaneously beating his upper leg. This is what somebody who’s under 
the influence of several malevolent beings looks like, this is evil. I couldn’t 
even feel fear in that moment since my brain was forming a coping 
mechanism to deal with horror that was about to take place in this very 
room. 


I was then instructed to remove my shirt and black head cover was placed 
over my head and let the ordeal begin. It began with me being struck on my 
left upper arm with the willow ten consecutive times, then my right upper 
arm. At first this just felt like a stinging, but as the nerves continued to be 
thrashed my arms began to pulsate in excruciating pain. The process 
Tepeated itself probably five or six times with intermittent periods of my 


guide pacing up and down in a state of absolute insanity. I contained my 
screams as best as I could from the beatings just letting out grunts. ] Wag 
then struck another five times on each arm, followed by another three on 
each. Once the beatings were complete I removed my head cover then 
collapsed on one of the beds. Two large hematomas had taken shape on my 
muscular upper arms and shoulders and they began to swell. 


I then laid down on the bed as sort of cooling period to prepare the next 

trauma segments. “Let’s see what’s on TV” said my guide as he turned on 

the television and cycled through the channels. “Ah perfect, Nickelodeon! 

Now I can whack off to iCarly!” he exclaimed. This again goes back to the 

ritual being extremely Moloch themed. Head rested on pillows. My guide 
came over with a scorching hot cup of coffee he just made and poured it on 
my right arm. “FUCK FUCK FUCK“ now filled with rage I yelled. I was 
then commanded to repeatedly write “RAPE MURDER SATAN” on a stack 
of hotel post it notes. Minutes into doing this, the digital clock on the 
nightstand where I was writing these obscenities began acting making 
scratchy sort of noises. “The fuck is going on” I thought to myself. “Strange 
huh?” my guide replied to the noises. My mind in trance I continued writing 
until something very extraordinary occurred. At this point an episode of the 
kids show Drake and Josh. There was a line in that particular episode in 
which Josh Peck was supposed to say, “You thumped me in the back of my 
head” but instead it said “you fucked me in the back of my head” I stuck my 
head and was said “what?”. “Don’t worry I heard it too, you’re not going 
insane” my guide informed. This was very clearly a supernatural or acausal 
being tampering with the electronic transmission in the room. This seemed 
like this was the demon’s way of notifying us of their presence. 


My guide handed me razor blades and I was instructed to cut both my arms 
as a blood offering to the Undead Gods and smear on the post it notes along 
with the framed photograph of dutroux. Streams of my blood flowed from 
my pulsating open- wounded arms as I did as | was instructed. The room was 


now filled with a blood aroma as the horrific energy already present in the 
dwelling began to only further intensify. I was then handed the willow 
branch and without hesitation started beating my thighs sitting in front of the 
bloodied picture of Mare Dutroux. I gazed deeply into the photo 
intermittently whipping myself. Large bruises began to take form on my 
quadriceps blood leaking into the capillaries. 1 continued the brutal self- 
mutilation along my arms with razor blades as disassociation caused me to 
enjoy the pain that comes with blood offerings. I covered my face in my own 
blood, deep into trance continued to stare into the picture. About a minute or 
so into staring into the photo, the appearance of Dutroux’s face began to 
drastically change, could be described as shape shifting. It took on the form 
of some sort of spatial, perhaps extraterrestrial being. The being completed 
the manifestation of his itself to me. It resembled that of a grey alien, with 
rivulets of crimson blood flowing from its face as described in Liber 333. 1 
interpreted this moment as Drill Sgt. Grey formally showing his interest in 
me. I was a bit spooked by the incident. My guide sat there and observed my 
behavior as I articulated what I had just witnessed. He nodded his head then 
ordered me to stare into the black mirror with two black candles next to it. 
My guide proceeded to spend some leisure time watching television as I 
gazed into the occult object. A couple of minutes into staring into the mirror, 
my face began to take on a terrifying form. I grew fangs in the mirror and 
homs and a maniacal expression now covered my face moments later I 
growled and began to convulse uncontrollably I felt an incredibly evil energy 
enter my psyche. Rape, serial murder, pedophilia, necrophilia and all sorts of 
dark depravities and grisly scenes had taken over my consciousness. A 
nexion had been opened. This was just a taste of the phrase stressed by the 
phrase stressed by the clandestine organization. “No limits Evil.” 


Possessed, with a vile appetite I let out a diabolical cackle as the convulsions 
continued. When the episode stopped by TOB guide was laughing, pleased 
with the display that he had just witnessed. It seemed I was now under the 
influence of perhaps several wicked beings. This was when human inside me 


began to slowly die, and this still continues day by day. I sustained in Cutting 
at my skin now having a multitude of wounds up and down my upper ams, 
along with unrelenting whacking at my thighs all the while being engaged in 
conversation and watching television shows holding cult-like child abuse 
themes (SRA is real suckers), again MLCH. The rest of the night continueg 
with dark humor and deep conversation most of which I don’t quite recalj, 
Anybody witnessing what took place on the outside would’ ve thought it was 
Straight out of a horror movie. 


I showered in the room and we ended the ordeal with taking a walk in the 
rain on this cool Summer night. From this point forward, I now viewed 
human beings for what they really are: prey. A slave race waiting to be 
preyed on by the apex predator in this aeon, and the aeon to come. | had 
drawn the attention of the Undead gods, this is where my journey down this 
bleak path officially commenced. The transfiguration to the Undead State, 


real world evil, holding an abominable aspirations, REAL transgression 
which one is enabled to do so through SHOCK and HORROR. This is what 
it means to be a Vampire, enacting the alchemical change to truly emerge as 
a sociopath. 


I was then walked back to my vehicle | was given a Bhagavad Gita and japa 
beads. My guide bowed and shook my hand with respect. We said our 
farewells and J departed from the Days Inn. | drove home back up the 
highway in the rain gave off a sinister vibe. It was at that point my entire 
existence was drawn closer to the void, just grazing The Abyss.. “Life” so 
called was different now, everything viewed through a new lens, a predatory, 
evil, and demonic lens. There is only more to come in the future, in the 
pursuance of becoming a true Agent of Chaos beyond the boisterous Gates 
of Hell. 
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SLEEPWALKERS: 
MILITARY DELTA MIND CONTROL, BO GRITZ & 
MK-ULTRA 


by Paul A. Drockton (non-TOR author - 


RCH) 


y childhood: 


Not surprisingly, this programming begins in ear. 


‘All of this said, what is brain wave programming? Simply put, 
brain wave programming involves having a young child go int 
a deep trance state, where they then learn to dissociate into 
a certain brain wave pattern. This is @ complex skill, and 
not all children can achieve this. The goal is for the child 
to reach, for example, a consistent delta state, where delta 
brain waves show up on the EEG, which is attached to the 
child's head by electrodes in the scalp. Usually, two or even 
hree trainers will work on one child during the initial 
stages. One will ‘prep’ the child, using a hypnotic drug to 
induce a trance state. They will have also placed the 
electrodes on the head, using an abbreviated version of the 
method used in traditional hospital setting. If delta state 
is being induced, only the electrodes needed to pick up delta 
waves will be placed, for example. This is to save time.! 


Why would a family sub own children to this type cf 
abuse? I helieve it has more to do with the profit motive 
(contract mercenaries are very profitable) and achieving higher 


its: 


ecognition within the Cult. 


“The prepped child will be on a ‘trainer’s table’, and will 
be quite relaxed. The average child is about eight years old 
when this is begun, since the cerebral cortex and 
neurological development are not advanced enough at earlier 
ages (It has been tried at earlier ages, quite 
unsuccessfully, in the past; this practice was dropped 
because of the neurological damage and ‘failure to take rate! 
‘that trainers were seeing). The non-prepping trainer will 
“then let the child know exactly what he/she expects: that they 
will achieve a special state, called ‘delta state’. The 
ainer tells the child, while they are in trance state, that 
ey will know when they reach it, by the readings from the 


When the prepping or technical trainer sees delta waveforms, 

or she will signal the verbal trainer with a hand motion 
verbal or teaching trainer will immediately reward the 
ld, saying, ‘Good, you are in delta now.’ The trainer will 
aress the child; tell it what a good job it is doing. If the 
Id bounces out of delta state, the verbal trainer will 
diately become harsh, and will shock the child es 
The child is told that it left delta (which is 
and needs to go back in...* 


trainers will now have a template that stays always in delta 


forming a new system inside. They will do this using the tools 
£ drugs, hypnosis and trauma. The new system created will 
ord delta waves on an ERG if done correctly. 


new system will be tanght what delta means. The trainers 
often flash a cue or delta (triangle) symbol on a projector 
ferhead, and ‘grind in’ the delta imprinting. They will wear 
bes with delta signs on them, and cloth the subject in clothing 
xobes imprinted with the delta sign. They will teach the 
ters under hypnosis what deltas do, how they act. 


y will reward them when they comply, and shock or etherwise 
matize them iz they do not act like ‘deltas’. They will be 
yen delta jobs. They will watch high frequency films that show 
eita functions. They may build in a computer like structure 
9 hold the system, showing pictures of its organization while 

subject is under deep trance, after creating a clean slate 


This early programming is in harmony with the Tlluminati 
adherence to the principals espoused in Plato’s Republic, where 
the ‘Philosopher Kings’ decide a child's vocation at birth or 
shortly thereafter, based on lineage, physical attributes and 
mental complexity. 


‘Plato's Republic’ is ruled by the Philosopher Kings; the 
Military Ruling Class and the Merchant Class, and this is the 
Illuminati hierarchy as well. So, Delta programming is the 
primary programming for the Military Ruling Class. 


‘Often, delta state may be configured inside as a computer, 
and the delta alters will have emotionless, flat alters with 
photographic memories. They may hold most of the cognitive 
memories for the other systems, especially if extensive 
amnesia programming has been done. Delta state may have up 
to three levels of training: delta 1, delta 2, and delta 3 
which will also correlate to security access allowed within 
the cult; i.e. access to highly confidential information. 
Behavioral sciences programming may be held by this system. 
Internal programmers, self-destruct, psychotic, and shatter 
programming as well as other punishment programming 
sequences to prevent outside access or internal access to the 
systems may be held within delta systems. Tt may be color 
coded both orange/blue/purple, and will also often be the 
entry way to higher systems such as jewels or internal 
councils, inside.’ 


Alter personalities are created for specific tasks within the 
Illuminati system. Photographic memories are created through 
‘trauma and disassociation’. 


These ‘Alters’ are then programmed as intelligence assets 
(spies); assassins; military strategists; combat soldiers: 
martial arts experts; weapons experts etc. For example: 


‘One man who is being looked up to by many American Patriots 
and Christian Patriots as the leader to help them oppose the 
New World Order is Bo Gritz. He was a recent presidential 
candidate. Bo Gritz was a Green Beret and a Delta Force 
commander. Bo Gritz is very proud of the fact that he wrote 
the manual for the Delta Forces. He also worked for the CTA. 
Bo Gritz is one of the military’s best programmed multiples, 
and perhaps one of the most dangerous. Insiders have told me 
he IS the most dangerous. Numerous insiders both fer and 
against Bo, have talked about Bo Gritz, and that he is a 
programmed multiple.’ 


“gh Bo Gritz, the Illuminati have redefined, discredited 
rerted the Patriot movement in the United States: 


yrding to Bo Gritz’s campaign literature for President 
a commander in Delta Forces. Reproduced on a previous 
is Bo’s own presidential campaign literature where he 
that he is ‘Intelligence Officer & Reconnaissance 
Delta Force.’ He is also ‘Chief, Special Activities, 
my General Staff, the Pentagon’ and ‘Principle Agent, 
1 Security Council, Intelligence support Activity’. 
qualifications Bo states that he is a ‘Security & 
—terrorist Specialist.’ Within the government, they 


Bo is their greatest counter-intelligence 
terrorist they have. He came in like a storm and took 
ol of the Patriot movement, and it has been like pulling 
to warn patriots about who he is.” (source) 


2 himself was a Green Beret, and was used to assassinate 
sople. His blocd lust caused him at one point during the 
War to shoot 30 prisoners in cold blood. (ibid) 


yext article I will focus on the Illuminati’s orchestrated 
tion of the Patriot movement in the United States through 
appointed leader, Bo Gritz. 


TEMPEL OV BLOOD, E.A. KOETTING, ASTRAL 
VAMPIRISM, INITIATES & INFILTRATION 


(non-TOB author ~ RESEARCH) 


Tempel of Blood (TOB) is an American Satanist group, that was 
inspired by the ONA texts and came into existence in 2003 in 
North Carolina, but which is not formally affiliated to the ONA. 
Some may regard it as an independent ONA Nexion or @ Sinister 
Tribe, but which is still part of the ONA ‘family. In many 
respects the T0B is ideologically and ‘theologically’ almost 
identical, although there are of course certain differences in 
philosophy, practice and application. The TOB seem to be more 
focused cn the Vampire God rather than the other multiple dark 
extraterrestrial (acausal) gods as are the ONA and related 
organizations, as far as I can make out, although dark Gods are 
still mentioned. The Tempel ov Blood were inspired by the ONA 
writings and the ONA organization, which allegedly cea: 
be operational as a physical UK group around the time of the 
Millennium (before the WSA352 came inte the fold). 


The TOB just have some information hosted on blogging or other 
sites, with no formal web site at present. 


shttp: //www.theblackpress.org/tob> 5 
<http: //tempelovblood. triped. com> 


‘The Tempel ov Blood e: ts asa ion to the Dark Gods as well 
as a guidance and filtration system for aspiring Noctulians. 
For those seeking a harsh alchemical change into the 
Transcendental Predator based on a synthesis of Sinister 
Hebdomantry and Vampirism.our Calcination, Separation, and 
final Coagulation will create a New Being capable of bringing 
about the ‘Day of Wrath’ spoken of in the Diabolus Chant. Hail 
the New Aeon! Agios Athanatos! 


THE FOCUS AND DIRECTION OF THE TEMPEL OV BLOOD: 


For those so inclined to work with the Tempel ov Blood (after 
proving their Noctulian potential), our main aims are 
threefold: First, we wish to hold as our highest priority the 
creation of the New Being. The realization of the meaning of 
the human’s life is this - humane are nothing in themselves, 
they are great however once they have decided to become a bridge 
to the New Being variously described and symbolized by Homo 
Galactica, Ubermensch, Noctulians, Vampires, anc 


the various 


given to Alien beings in such mythologies. ANY and ALL 
who fail to embrace this evolutionary urge will serve 
and a resource to be used by the New Being- as a human 
2 lesser animal. Thus is our philosophy and way of being 


with Sinister potential. Aryanism, particularly the more 
dously fanatical forms of it, such as Christian Identity 
‘good example. The manipulating Noctulian is to use these 
‘for their own Presencing of the Dark, as well as changing 
e ways the followers of such forms to following a more 
‘r direction. For example, in Identity, using knowledge 
Biblical doctrines and prophecies encourage war, 
p, and system disruption using the scriptures as 
¢ and proof of the message you are sending to adherents 
said form. Any form with a transhuman, system disruption, 
ic direction to it may be of use here. The key is finding 
that in itself is an aid to the Dialect and empowering 
her, causing a saturation of Acasual Energy. 


8, disruption of Magian erganizations. Whether overtly 
t forms, such as Judeo-Christian churches, Wicca covens, 
o-satanic temples, or more physical ‘down to earth’ forms 
(as Magian political groups and government. These need to 
nfiltrated and disrupted via both magical means (the ways 
hich are detailed in a ms not available to the public) as 
as in more physical and practical ways. 


pel itself is but a means for the Nectulian Empire to 
ide a harsh alchemical change process to those who seek it, 
Ming them to aid the dialect on their own with the knowledge 
“skills attained during the transformation. Those few who 
sn to become Noctulians will join with us in our Harvest and 
Aru the Jihad as One of Them that will reign immortal in 


Dark Land. * 


wring the ‘first’ statement, this seems to refer to anyone 
es not subscribe to this type of spiritual evolution as 
of the Sinister Path is regarded as sub-human and thus 
hy of predation in a magical sense (astral vampirism) or 
ical sense (e.g. exploitation ox culling). 


‘second’ statement is no doubt inspired by David Myatt’s 
S Of Islam’s violent and warrior aspects to bring out his 
‘ed National Secialist inspired sinister goal. should 


be noted that only a miniscule proportion of those in power are 
formally following a Sinister Satanic path and ‘pretending’ to 
adhere to the religions in question, The vast majority of people 
in leadership positions of the main religions in the world are 
doing a perfectly good job on their own of creating division 
and conflict with other religions, and the traditions or 
misconceptions regarding what is part of the religion and what 
is just religicus popular culture that they perpetuate are often 
used by the populace at large for the own personal agendas and 
maintaining positions of prejudice and ignorance. Many 
religious leaders and priests abuse their power and have life 
too comfortable for themselves, becoming instead career priests 
a little like many of today’s politicians, rather than doing 
it because of genuine love of their faith alone. The majority 
of the Baptist and evangelical preachers and Mus] im clerics that 
wage a spiritual war on the faithless or other religions do not 
need any help from Sinister Satanists. Only where they are 
adding value and creating a union between cultures in a joint 
cause of war is it really significant, for example David Myatt's 
drawing together the European Far Right and Islamic 
Fundamentalism that share many of the same goals. Religions have 
historically been watered down, fragmented into rival factions 
and heen used for political purposes or personal purposes for 
several thousand years. The Sinister Satanists are not really 
doing anything new here; it is just given a more formal 
structure. 


Regarding the ‘third’ statement on infiltration and disruption, 
I have described an instance he heard of when in a Christian 
home group many years ago, when a Satanist infiltrated a 
Christian home group and was convincing in the speaking in 
tongues end worship, but was actually causing chaos within the 
group and freaked the group leader out so much he quit his faith 
and became an atheist as he could not face it. Most Satanists 
are not like this, and have better things to do with their time, 
but a small minority enjoy such purauits. These are the type 
of Satanists te watch out for if one belongs to another other 
type of group that is not predatory Satanist in nature. Tt should 


be noted that whilst infiltration might work in groups that are 


dysfunctional or lacking in a real understanding and bonding 
with fellow members, it is much harder if not impossible te 
infiltrate organizations or groups that are tightly bonded, 
work in accordance and complement one another, and who are 
comprised of highly evolved, self-actualized people, sensitive 
and aware of every type of vibration. Dysfunctional groups that 
are easy to infiltrate are typically those with no screening 
or interview process, that welcome any new members, no matter 


tionally imbalanced or inappropriate they are for the 
question. This may include some occult orders and also 
gelical Christian groups where they are just happy to 
new members. In monotheistic groups, members may focus 
orship and the appearance (or actuality) of embracing 
ef the psyche, whilst perhaps not paying attention to 
half of the psyche as long as the feeling of the ‘Godly’ 
strong enough - the visible and usually limited 
al vocabulary and standard expressions used - so it 
‘out whatever else is lurking in the conscious or 

ous mind). This may be standard operating procedure 
y Christians, who tend not to want to lift up the ‘bonnet’ 
x too carefully inside at the other ‘stuff’ inside the 
jous. I once knew of a boy that pretended to be a 
Gah in order to hang out with a girl he fancied. In this 
The knew nothing of how Christians were expected to act 
S ‘sussed out’ fairly quickly! In esoteric orders or 
ous groups where there is no screening process, they may 
gubject to a large amount of internal conflict, 
4s, socicpathy, childish dramas and insanity present. Tf 
dividual is disruptive, then fellow members may try to save 
rom himself rather than just kick him out immediately. This 
secially true for those groups or religions that want to 
the whole world, and if the individual does show some 
‘ef genuine interest, even if they are totally divided, 
‘still be given leeway, perhaps. indefinitely, as long as 
do not visibly cause trouble - depending on the 
egation. This may give an infiltrating individual a little 
y and room to improve the subtlety and performance of his 
? and provide more opportunities to cause magical trouble 
wise. 


ost Sinister Satanists natural born actors? Whilst there 
‘emphasis on role play in such organizations, that is not 
that all such individuals are naturals. In some cases, 
yy ave well known, a little detective work may reveal who 
ally are. Most actors on television and the movies can’t 
ery well. If the person in question was once @ Christian, 
Done can recall the memory of what it was like to be a 
tian and the states of mind employed and how one acted, 
uss those for one’s current persona when required. They 
‘ven enjoy it! The same goes for the other way around, 
§ ex-Satanists or ex-gang members may access the memories 
St it was like to be that way and use it to infiltrate such 
shizations. One risk with such role playing is that in the 
individuel, it may change who they are and they may indeed 
y become more like the person they are pretending to be. 


Those with good sensory acuity should be able to sniff them out 
fairly easily. Whilst the mind may think it’s fooling you with 
an act, the person really does have to believe it deep down 
(really deep down), or otherwise the bedy lanquage and 
intonation of the voice will give it away. Most people with some 
spiritual insight could ‘fake’ worship of God, merely because 
the frenzy of evangelical worship is built up over time and 
usually takes on predictable type forms or expected types of 
behavior. 


E.A. Koetting, author and occultist, a former member of the ONA 
and Tempel ov Blood, and former affiliate/practitioner of the 
218 current (The Temple of the Black Light) left and formed his 
own independent order Ordo Ascensum Aetyrnalis. 


(from ‘Satanism and the Far Right’ 
http: //www.detoxorcist .com/satanism-and-the-far-right .htm14 
tob) 


THE UNDEAD RISE 


(non-TOB auther - RESEARCH) 


the material from the Temple of THEM is extensive, running 
Greds of pages in numerous detailed documents chronicling 
iS of members, personal correspondence, and so forth, texts 
Mant to the Tempel of Blood are much more limited. Their 
texts are compiled in MME woich was made available 
M jublicher in Ixaxaar in 2004. The addzess Of the 

lands Nexion’ in that text is in Lexington, South 
ina; I af unaware of the number of members or the extent, 
n Tempel ov Blood’ s influence and have not corresponded 
t, or its members, to my knowledge. The writings of Ené 
tontinue all the themes of the Order of Nine Angles but 
Borate several new directions. They fit Senholt’s criteria 
Set ac well as the ONA itself, being blatantly amoral and 
peat ing deliberate enactment of inmoralism in the form of 
berate predation and ‘evil.’ The political aeonics of the 
dre thoroughly Right-wing as will shortly be explored. 
ical training emphasized, but the physical 
the practitioner into a condition of 
ised as a result 
cticing the system. ‘direct action’ 
{ions of human culling in the ONA by making predation upon, 
“the Killing of, human beings the basis of its methods, 
Gaving end expanding upon the ONA’s vocabulary and sinister 
land concepts. It presents Satan as a very real diabolteal 
E, the ‘Master of Awe and Derision, whose word is CHAOS.’ 
wr, while retaining aeonic dualism of rejection of 
Weakness in favor of predatory, vampiric power, the 
i also introduces an outright apocalyptic imagery, 
x the return of the hungry and 


an 


adec-Christian or, as in Senholt’s 
tic’ slant, but in the same fashion the Order of Nine Angles 
ecommended infiltration of National Socialist and radical 
hic commnities, so the Tempel ov Blood advocates the 
Gesion of Christian Identity belief into increasingly 
Sat, radical directions in order to undermine the Auerican 
@ and increase anti-Judaism. Focusing on the form of the 
Geet which identifies Jewish people as the direct descendants 
Behe devil through Caine, the Tempel suggest the increasing 
fGalization of this sect with the aim of provoking 
ecadais and anti-government violence, also providing 


detailed instructions for terrorism and assassination in its 
text. Considering that most of these Identity Christians are 
strong believers in the relevance of the Old Testament laws and 
descriptions of the deity as applied to Indo-Zuropeans despite 
the apparent linguistic and historical disparities, the Tempel 
ov Bloed’s willingness to utilize Christian Identity in pursuit 
of its aeonic aims suggests a step beyond the confines of the 
seventh characteristic - a step which the WSA will take further 
in actually promoting the use of Magian concepts in Sinister 
workings. 


In addition to projecting an eschatological dualism into the 
purported ‘Final Harvest’, the wel personifies and dualises 
the conflict between Sinisterions and Magians to a greater 
Gegree than the ONA, which often approached the Magian influence 
through the lens of cultural distortion or the clash of 
civilization. For the Tempel ov Blood, this is a cosmic battle 
between the Satanic powers and their enemies, identified as a 
‘Jihad’, a term taking its cue from the anti-American, 
anti-zionist fundamentalist Islam. It understands itself to be 
pursuing the goal of the ONA, that is, stellar imperium and the 
creation of an overman ‘Homo Galacticus’, but does so in the 
context of feeding the vampyric, alien gods with the blood of 
all unworthy beings. 


Yhe self-identification of the members is ‘Noctulian’, a 
designation referring to a power of the night relevant to the 
ONA system; in Goodrick-Clarke’s account in Black Sun, the 
‘Noctulians’ were one of the groups originally contributing to 
the formation cf the Order of Nine Angles. Thus the name would 
suggest, if not heritage of comparable age, at least a conscious 
desire for it’s on the part of the ‘Noctulian Vampires.’ They 
understand themselves as elitist, extremist, anti-human 
conspirators, and advocate the constant and consistent 
subversion and consequent breakdown of social patterns. Their 
work glorifies the Third Reich and includes and ordeal of 
devotion to Hitler. 


While the Temple of Them represents an evolution of the system 
of the ONA beyond the Left-Hand Path, Satanic categories, the 
Tempel ov Blood, represents further, specialized development 
within these categories, adding to the ONA paradigm a mythos 
of infernal vampirism and blatant transhumanism. As I have 
recounted, it also alters some underlying patterns in that 
system by promoting « simpler dualism between Magian and 
Nactulian, and also suggesting a climatic ‘Final Harvest’, an 
apocalyptic conclusion to the present diseased acon. while it 


Finues to promote ‘Homo Galacticus’ through right-wing 
, violent extremism, terror, and the conjuration of 
forces, it does so in conjunction with a more literally 
© paradigm relying upon the Dark Gods themselves to exalt 
elite whilst the rest are destroyed. 


the apparent dualism, the Tempel maintains the title 
text with the number of the ambiguous, ambivalent 
fan demon Choronozon. While som= ONA texts allude to the 
cance of John Dee, none refer to this Enochian equivalent 
+ In one cartoon/comic-strip style manuscript, Hitlez 
mted as a mouthpiece for Choronozon, and the abyss is 
das a gateway to horrific acausal forces, evil more 
hovecraftian’ than demonic way. Ultimately it seems that 
nister/Magian duality presented in the Tempel remain an 
wee one, but is more related to order and chaos (Satan's 
a this system is ‘CHADS’), or even ‘inside’ and ‘outside’ 
sense of the ‘evil’ of the abyss being outside human 


y encouraged but required by the system to deliberately 
ize the self in order to become the ultimate vampiric 
tor - but this transmutation is in the service of a still 
aconic ideal, and ultimately @ greater transmutation 
living ‘dark god.’ A comparison with the lack of dualism 
Temple of THEM is also instructive; the Temple of THEM 
$ non-dual liberation between’and beyond the ‘Matrix’ 
go-bound reality, which nevertheless enters back into it 
Gontrols the ego with the will of the self. The Tempel ov 
, instead dehumanizes and ‘kills’ the apparent ego and self 
der to manifest an alternative identity as en undead 


ie, which is then dualistically set against what THEM call 
Matrix.’ 


© elaboration on the system and imagery of the ONA appears 

Tales of Sinister Influence, a2 collection of short 
es illustrating the aconic methodology of the Tempel. One 

stories concerns the infiltration of an TSKCON-style 
lya Vaishnava sect by Satanic vampires in order to effect 
atnation of the leader the ONA calls Vindex, who becomes 
g nexion of acausal power who will challenge and destroy 
gian society. Vindex, in this story, is identified with 
» the last avatar of Vishnu, who in Indian cosmology is 
ed to appear at the end of the degraded Iron Age and 
Ye dharma by destroying its decadent, casteless rulers. 
i ideologue Savitri Devi Mukherji similarly identified 
2 with a possible successor to Hitler who would combine the 
art's devotion to Aryandom with the ruthlessness of a Himmler 


or a Genghis Khan, a new Alexander wha would restore 
civilization. Yet Vindex also figures into the Temple’s 
sinister subversion of Christian Identity, with the racialist 


‘Aryan Christ’ being treated as a warrior-ged and an instance 
of the Vindex archetype. 


(Excerpt from Angular Momentum: From Traditional to Progressive 
Satanism in the Order of Nine Angles by George Sieg) 


CHORONZON: A VAMPIRIC ANALYSIS 


TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


ndamentals of CHORONZON. 


ws take a moment and consider the 


= or who is Choronzon? 


NZON is the HUNGRY DEMON of the gate to the ABYSS (Sitra 
) according to Olippothic systems. He is the final stepping 
pefore entering the hidden sphere of DAATH. 


Demon is like the RED GUARD standing before the IRON GATEWAY 
he ABYSS; He is RED in color because he is SOAKED AND STAINED 


the BLOOD OF FAILED NEONATES of the past and present which 
been reduced to piles of flesh and drained of that crimson 


tar. 


fas 333 arms, all of which hold an overly large razor sharp 
ie. Some may think of Him as their ultimate worst NIGHTMARE, 
feas others will find ECSTASY in his vile incarnatior 


must pass through the hideous MEAT GRINDER that is CHORONZON 
fe Ehey wish to tread the BLEAX AND BACKWARDS WATERS OF THE 
SS. Under this dim light, CHORONZON may be the guiding Demon 
trespass whose inflicting tendrils act as a stripping ¢ 

fhe false ego leading to Godhead, or, he may be the RABID 
BrSanICc WOLF extending his COLD HAND only to BREAK YOURS, 
Sticting unparalleled punishments and rendering your being 
lattered and PARALYZED. 


ect 


Those who come to the Demon whole-heatedly seeking the embrace 
of the Abyss will encounter themselves passing through to the 
other side, finding a Black Paradise awaiting them, among THEM. 
Those who seek the Demon half-heatedly, however, will instead 
find themselves SHREDDED into 333 pieces with no one to step 
in and save them. It will then be their responsibility to attempt 
to rekindle themselves and regain some sense of meaning or worth 
for their pathetic excuse of a life, 


As a result of this tearing apart of the soul, they may 
experience a psychological break lasting for an indefinite 
amount of time, they may find themselves running the complete 
other direction back into the hands of the magian influence and 
ultimately enslavement, or they may find themselves dead on 
arrival. When someone pushes their spiritual, psychological, 
emotional and moral limits to such an extent as is needed to 
trespass/side step into the abyss, they will find themselves 
in one of the aforementioned groups, SLAVE or MASTER. 


What will you be? 
To increase Darkness, limits mist be PUSHED and SMASHED. 


Commissar Nightmare Tyrant 
Vinland Nexion; BLDC 

120 yf Era Horrificus 
Tempel ov Blood 


SINISTER PATH, FRAUDS, AND FAILURES 
TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


Sinister Path, also known as Traditional Satanism, as 

ated preeminently by the manuscripts of the Order of the 
js, in essence, vely straight-forward. 
unately, this directness has been obfuscated by the 
intellectual ramblings of a growing host of peripheral 
Siduals who have taken it upon themselves to, via their 
Sfuse xevelations’ regarding the Sinister Path and 
nous catalogue works’ regarding the same (not to mention 
advice’), become the semi-official interpreters of what 
ans to lead a genuinely Satanic life. 


an adherent is lacking, there they will excuse; where a 
— is difficult, there they will offer substitute. Where a 
jegotiable ordeal is proscribed, there they will endeavor 

in the name of “modernity! and ‘progress’, what 


Sous party into harmless pursuits which 
rovenance of those who have committed and indeed sacrificed 
the forthcoming manifestation of the Dark Gods on this earth 


fraudulent and self-deceptive unto their own persons in 
fringe attraction and \adherence’ to the Sinister, they 
attempt, via ‘virtual ministrations’, ‘guidance’, 
sel’ and ‘works’ to also defraud and deceive those whom, 
<heir perhaps relative innocence, might, in the presence of 
sed insight, see through the verbiage of these 
admitted ‘authorities’ and see that those individuals are, 
emselves, the very dictionary description of the sort of 
that deserves culling from this earth planet in order to 
2 collective progress into a new and terrifying era. 


ese elements, responsible for misguiding a new generation of 
tial would-be Neonates, Initiates, Adepts; Master and Lady 
Bters, and indeed, Grand Masters; are in fact either the 
Ecting or unwitting ‘fifth column’ within the ‘sinister’ - they 
effectively counter-ravolutionaries, baldy subversive via 
Sir own actions (or lack thereof) to the Sinister Path itselz. 
font the White Lodge having to lift a finger, they (the 

their work for them by lowering the bar in all 


cir enthusiastic support of such erroneous ideations as 


‘Sinister solidarity’ are nothing more than the introduction 
and subsequent propping up of propaganda-driven barriers to 
psychologically straight-jacket the discerning from seeking 
legitimate remedies and corrective measures (including purge 
and repression) to what amounts to a wholesale selling-out of 
the Sinister. 


Bach new ‘exclusive’, ‘limited edition’, ‘vanity volume’ of 
endlessly published and re-published volumes of ONA works via 
various websites and mercantile profit-driven entities is not 
indicative of one more person who will be pursuing the Sinister 
Path with vehement resolve. Rather, it represents triple (or 
more) of that amount who will parrot the pathetic and degenerate 
behavioral patterns of this faulty, ‘merchant’ leadership. This 
trend has gone hand-in-hand with the influx of modern ‘Black 
Metal’ types within ONA circles who have gladly exchanged the 
burning church, the prison sentence and the cold blade of their 
forebears for the chest-beating and vain-glorious posturing, 
driven by consumerist and compensatory mentalities, of their 
modern contemporaries. 


Both the ‘Black Metal’ types and the titular ‘ONA’ ‘authorities’ 
are both based upon co-opting the deeds, legacy and history and 
real-world action of formative individuals; not as serious 
representation for emulation but rather as an undeserved 
associative assist, a cheap prop to their own underwhelming 
track record. In lieu of that inherent lack of Satanic insight 
they have lost the path - misunderstanding that the genuinely 
Satanic position is not to retroactively glorify the deeds of 
yore but rather to take upon themselves the burden of 
responsibility and thus make a firm and grim resolution not only 
to match, but excel, the deeds of those who have gone before. 


Czar Azag-kala 
Hinterlands Nexion 
2012 Era Horrificus 
Tempel ov Blood 


PREFACE 


in lies Satanism in its darkest emanation. Only those 
essed with Faustian fortitude will find glory in this 
nic Jihad. This publication is for those whom are with 
elves, and our Hierophantic Taliban. Those willing to 
ch their hands in blood to bring about change. Our methods 
our attitudes frighten outsiders. Most whom consider 
uselves Satanists will find these writings too heretical or 
sinister for their comfort. The very notions of terrorism, 
cism, genocide, ethnic cleansing, plague, and murder will 
use most so called ‘safe,’ Satanists to run to their nearest 
urch in desperation for salvation from very real evil in the 


tion of human abominations is our highest principle. The 
p between human vermin and the Gods walking amongst us has 

been more clear. In these years of the Kali Yuga we shall 
who still retains the Satanic initiative to go on the 
Fensive. 


Dies Irae, Dies Illa Solvet Saeclum in Favilla! 
Agios © Shugara! 


SEQUITOR VICTORIA FORTEIS 
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Sequiter 
follows the 
seeking glory. 


Latin motte which means victory 


always been made by brave men 


the Kali Yuga though, he 
mplacent and med 


vaused 
man to become 


cre. 


fighters have always det 
g enemy lines with 


ohor are when he states to Arjuna: ‘O son of Kunti, either you 
az11 be killed on the battlefield and attain the heavenly 
Planets, or you will conquer and enjoy the earthly kingdom. 
erefore, get up with determination and fight. Do though fight 
or the sake of fighting, without considering happiness or 
listress, loss or gain, victory or defeat-and by doing so you 
1 never incur sin.’ 


A soldier seeking glories destiny is to rise above himself to 
ome something greater. Aman of the battlefield is a man who 
'§ stopped being human, rising so far above himself he has left 
the death of flesh for immortality. He will forever be 
embered by his fellow soldiers. This type of man is capable 
bringing about Aeonic change. A man possessed of these 
alities seeks a spiritual life over that of a material life. 
terial items are all fleeting. Friends come and qo, housing 
srrangements change, material possessions are sold and 
placed, and all that is needed is internal. An honorable man 
ows a happy life is not possible, that most of his life is 
ilt upon sorrow. This does not sway him, glory is the ultimate 
irsuit. 


#.R. Ellis Davidson describes the mindset of a warrior in the 
jorse world when he states: ‘Men knew that the gods whom they 
srved could not give them freedom from danger and calamity, 
ii they did not demand that they should. We find in the myths 
iS Sense of bitterness at the harshness and unfairness of life, 
rather a spirit of heroic resignation. Humanity is born te 
Erouble, but courage, adventure, and the wonders of life are 
tters for thankfulness, to be enjoyed while life is still 
anted to us. The great gifts of the Gods were readiness to 
Eace the world as it was. The luck that sustains men in tight 
places, and the opportunity te win that glory which alone can 
vive death.’ 


st Junger in his book On Pain goes further in saying,’ There 
¢ apparently attitudes that enable man to become detached from 
© realms of life where pain reigns as absolute master. This 
‘tachment emerges wherever man is able to treat the space 
wcugh which he experiences pain, i.e., the body as an object. 
course, this presupposes a command center, which regards the 


body as a distal! 
in battle 
not to avoi 


outpost that can be deployed and sacrifi 
Henceforth, all measures are designed to master pain, 
t. The heroic and cultic world presents an entirely 
different relation to pain than does the world of sensitivity. 
While in the latter, as we saw, it is a matter of marginalizing 
pain and she 


ring life from it, in the former the point is 
te integrate pain and organize life in such a way that one is 
always armed against it. Here, too, pain always plays a 
significant, but ne doubt opposite, role. This is because life 
strives incessantly to stay in contact with pain. Indeed, 
discipline means nothing other than this, whi 
priestly-ascetic 
warlike-} 
steel.’ 


er it is of 
ind directed toward abnegation or of the 
kind directed toward hardening oneself like 


Victory in other words comes only wit. 


. the complete resignation 
of the material body to combat. Fighting with no thought of 
self-preservation. The Jihadist understands this concept well. 
Mastering pain and the physique of the body are all part of the 
struggle for victory whether in this world or the next, 


When the time comes, will you be standing atop the highest 
pyramid of skulls, or will your skull be used as a kapala for 
someone of nobler blood than yourself? 


ODE TO THE PREDATOR 
COMMISSAR TYRANNOUS - TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


Where are only two types of species in this world, predator and 
prey, master and slave. Human beings are not at the top of the 
food chain, the Vampyric predator is. A predator serves only 
one role, to rule. While his prey's destiny is to serve. Most 
never realize they are predators, they go about their day not 
even aware that they seek to contre] and manipulate others. 
Their fragile ego protects their conscious mind of the brutal 
truth. The Vampyre recognizes who and what he is, a predator 
of man. A true predator is a sadist, finding great pleasure in 
his work. 


Take away a man's controls, his children, his wife, his job, 
he becomes a murderes. Strip the taboos away of taking life and 
harming others; he will indulge until his heart's desire. What 
is one of the first things a man will do after being lost in 
the wilderness? He will find shelter, then go out and kill for 
food. 


Nothing compares to the black rage of a man. The rage that causes 
@ man's vision to go black and upon the reviving of consciousness 
finds himself standing over a bloodied corpse. You can feel it 
coming when your breathing increases, the tendants in your hands 
tighten, your chest tightens, hot blood rises to the surface, 
time slows down, you feel the blackness rising up, your chakras 
light up like an electrical conductor and black tendrils crawl 
jut of your chakras affecting the surrounding area. Then the 
final moment approaches. The predator takes over and all you 
can do is watch yourself in horror at the monster you have 
wecome. Your mind will fall into the blackness of ecstasy. Upon 
waking you will be convinced it was all a dream. 


It's said that rape is not about lust, but about power and 
control. Our desire to murder comes from the pure fact that we 
are predators. Our rage has been building up ever the years. 
As Rudra was created in a pure moment of Rage by Brahma, so do 
we find ourselves dowsing our rage to prevent out molecules from 
exploding. Many would mark us as insane. Insanity is only a word 


for how far one is willing to go to accomplish one's goals. 


As one suffers from homicidal ideation and possessive levels 


of rage. The realization begins to emerge that the 
transformation is almost complete. That the greatest sport 
comes from hunting humans down like game. That we are the 
monsters in fairy tales. Unleash the predator inside of yourself 
and you will find that all things are possible. 


Tread carefully - Choronzon is waiting for you. 


VIGILANTE JUSTICE 
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‘He shall be removed by the posse to the most populated 
intersection of streets in the township and at high noon hung 
by the neck, the body remaining until sundown as an example to 
those who would subvert the law.’ - Posse Commiti 


There exists a situation in the united states with a lot of 
sinister potential. The political arena of opposing political 
parties. The recent passing of overtly socialist bills has 
further alienated a vast amount of so called conservatives and 
constitutional Americans from those in power. Creating a 
and paranoia. Unfortunately those on the 
right are not advocating violence. Perhaps an agitator on the 
right could evoke memories of the forefathers watering the tree 
of liberty with the od of tyrants. What's needed is fire to 
the powder keq. If a riot were started at one of the so called 
tea party rallies it could be fanned te cause further duress 
or to cause a crack-down on conservatives. With their backs 
against the wall, perhaps they will finally start shooting. 


feeling of wearin 


There are various angles that could be used in this situation. 
The vast majority of the liberal Marxists in power are either 
blacks or Jews. Thus having potential for igniting Racial 
hatred. Groups such as Posse Commititus or Christian Identity 
draw a lot of their politics from traditional conservative 
Christian views thus are more ‘acceptable.’ These groups alsa 
draw heavily on apocalyptic end time scenarios, which is where 
the true sinister potential comes cut. Bloodshed. 


The creation of vigilante or common law courts to combat Zog 
and its forces in power has a lot of sinister potential in this 
scenario. The noose still evokes the terror it did 100 years 
ago. A sinister agent involved or the creator of such a croup 


could o 


ra target asa gift for the prince. This type of action 
cretionary warfare; the operator will have to take 
in to consideration that t 
matters for homeland security. 


is not dis 


3 will take precedence over many 


Vigilante 


stice can extend itself to many matters. The film 
‘M’ by Fritz Lang makes light of this. A pedophile killer is 
kidnapped and taken to a basement where men are there to pass 


justice unto him. The leader of the group states ‘this man must 
be snuffed out like a candle; this man must be wiped out, 
eliminated.’ The group replies with applause, perfect that's 
what I was thinking. The 0.N.A's MSS on sacrifice also makes 
Jight of this matter, individuals who are sacrificed are those 
who will not be missed. Furthermore one of the most sinister 
targets of this time would be to target interracial couples. 
This type of action would receive an insurmountable amount of 
back lash from the media and ‘equality,’ groups. Christian 
Identity religious doctrine has this to say: ‘If a woman 
approaches any beast and lies with it, you shall kill the woman 
and the beast, they shall be put to death.’ 


This type of action has the potential to spread like wild fire. 
It's quite certain that a fair amount of American's hold 
nostalgia for the tar and feather days. The so called Texas way 
of taking care of troubles. With the proper amount of success 
and media coverage of pedophiles, rapists, turn coats, and 
self-seeking politicians falling prey to justice courts, has 
the potential to excite the imaginations of some. 


Vigilante justice has the potential of attracting other groups 
such as racist pagans. Evoking images of our =ribal ancestors 
seeking out inter-tribal justice. Runes used to be carved into 
trees where an individual was hung and sacrificed to the God 
of Death, Wotan. 


this type of action is very prevalent in gang culture. Tf one 
were of non-European descent one could infiltrate gangs like 
MS13 or the Crips. Bloodshed is boundless in these groups and 
would serve a Sinister agent exponentially. 


Ultimately the knowledge gained from such acts is truly 
sinister. The sinister knowledge of how to choose targets and 
to pass judgment unto them. Choosing who is living their lives 
in a way which is anti-evolutionary and ending their lives 
swiftly. Acting as a God would. If one acts as God enough times, 
one will become as God. 


JIHADIST MEDITATION 
COMMISSAR TYRANNOUS - TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


oldiers of the sinister way we are Holy Wa 


in the name of Satan. We may re 
meditation is intended to 


ive death 


y time. 


prepare your mind for death. 


is willing to give out death one must be ab cept 
No quarter will be given. Find yourself a piece of white cloth 
you can tie around your head as a head band. Drench the material 


in an animal you have hunted, this can be done easily with th 
secret tasks nitiation of the seven fold way. Once it has 
dried mark the front of the material with the following sigil 


bear the fir 


Kneel before your altar. 


sed a red 


and black candle, your quartz crys 
lled with blo: 


al, 
ning 
the head ban: 
$ on your breathir 
rrounds you and that you must a 
You must face your death with di 
Diaholus: 


, @ chalice 


x wine, and bu: 
Saturn. As you are kneeling 
ile: 


of Mars and 


round your hea 
Know that 


€ your mind and for 


ept it. You cannot fear 
Now 


Dies Ira 
Solvet Favilla 
Teste Satan ylla 


Quanto: 
Quando Vindex est Venturus 


nturus 


Cuncta Stricte Discussurus 
Die. 


Trae, Dies Illa! 


n to 


g world c 
The streets drowned in blood 


n fire. Cities turned to rubble. 
You can hear screams and the sound 
of gunfire. The sky is black. You appro: 
bodi ed in a pile. You can see a black vapor ris 
up from the bodies. Tl e rises skywards to the Dark Gods 
rifice for them to return to our plan 

ging up men and + 
placards on their chests tha 
the face of the enemy,’ or 


corner wh 


e sta 


essenc 


et. You see men 


strin 


men. 


mp posts and street signs bearing 
y *I have sh 


a 


own cowardice in 


itor.’ You see the bodies of 
priests and rabbis lifeless h 


at this. Know tha 


‘rom various posts. Smile 


your efforts are not in vain that the day 
of wrath is coming and we will have our 
the city you have transpor 
When you are ready, 


and it is done, exhale 


evenge. You may wander 


you might discover. 


d to and see what 


en your eyes slowly take a deep breath 
y \d leave the area. This meditation 
can be done before sleeping every night a 
yourself 


focusin 


point for 


Live by the sword, die by the sword! 


BLACK MASS OF JIHAD 
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Participants: 


Master of the Temple - black shalwar kameez, black balaclava, 
white parade cloves, Hamas or Hezbollah headband 


Mistress ~ black burka 
Congregation - black military fatigues, black balaclava 


Temple Preparations: 


Altar is covered with a black cloth. A black candle is placed 
to the left of the altar. A red to the right. A framed picture 
nad Amin al-Husayni is placed ahove the altar. A black 
banner bearing the black sun is placed above the photo. A crystal 
tetrahedren is placed on the center of the altar towards the 
back. A chalice of blood is placed on the center of the altar 
towards the front. Incense of Mars is to be burnt. 


The Aim: 


The aim of 


is mass is to extol courage and defiance in its 

tions. To provoke sinister and wrathful energies. 
Performing this ritual will mark its participants as 
s, thus presenting itself as truly dangerous. 


rawest ema 


The Mass: 


The congregants wait in silence in the temple at attention. The 
Master enters with an AK-47 with a blank firing adapter, the 
Mistress follows. Both stand before the altar and raise their 
right arms out with a fist and shout Jihad Akbar! 


whe Master: 


Hail to you, children of the great holy war! 


Congregants: 
Hail the holy war! 
Mistress: 

Why do we stand here? 
Congregants: 


To extol war! To honor those who have defied the Magian with 
their lives! To honor Mohammad Amin al-iHusayni, who defied the 
Jews. To honor him for uniting all Aryans and siding with the 
Holy Third Reich. To defy the Jewish controlled governments of 
the world and their interests. To make the world aware that the 
Jews bear no claim to Israel and that the only home they deserve 
are in mass graves. Their bodies used as fertilizer for the new! 


Master: 


Mohanmad Amin al-Husayni stated, ‘Kill the Jews wherever you 
find then. This pleases God, history, and religion. This saves 
your honor. God is with you. ‘He was sent by our Gods to disrupt 
the Magian. Let us now remember him and honor those who give 
their lives every day to defy the Jews and their foot soldiers, 


(A fitting Jihad Nasheed is played in the background, the Master 
then takes the chalice and places his right hand above the 
Chalice and infuses the blood with dark energy while chanting 
the Diabolus) 

Mistress: 


(Raises her fist out and shouts Jihad Akbar!) 


Congregation: 
Jihad Akbar! 


Master: 
(After several exclamations he places the chalice back onto the 


altar and turns to face the congregants. He then brandishes his 
AK 47 and fires off one round after the congregants have shouted 
Jihad Akbar. The whole procession will go on as long as needed. } 
Mistress: 


Jihad Akbar! 


Congregants: 
Jihad Akbar! 


My 
(Fires one round inte the air.) 


ster: 


Mistres. 


I who am Mistress of the Earth welcome you, who have defied the 
Magian and the modern world. A world that knows no honor or 
courage. You have broken from their world and replaced their 
values with a heroic ethos! 


Master: 


(Turns t 


face the black sun banner and vibrates Agios 0 Vindex.) 


Mistres 


(Lifts her veil and goes up to each congregant lifting their 
Balaclava to kiss them. She states to each, glory is yours to 
behold. She then moves to the altar and takes the chalice in 
her hands.) 


By our love of glory and change we take this drink in honor of 
our wrathful Geds who will return one day. 


Master: 


(The Master points to the black sun.) 

Behold the symbol of the black sun! A most ancient and sinister 
energy source of our race! One day the black sun will rise and 
awaken the primordial instincts of our race to action. Like a 


hidden nebulous star is sends Ss emanatii 


planet. 


Mistress: 


(Sips the wine. 


d our destiny 


faith comes action 


You have affirmed your faith, but w 
you answer this call and bring the Jihad to all corners o is 
planet? If your blood is noble seal your faith with your honor, 
and let us drink to our Dark Gods! 


from the ch 
1g with the Master.) 


{Bach mem inning wit 


the Mi 


ult of all 
a noble cause. Go now and remember th 
before you and hold honor for those of us who still 


To believe is hard, but most d 


life on this planet. Our numbers are few, but we are 
! Jihad Akbar! 


Victory will be o 


TAKING THE OFFENSIVE 
COMMISSAR TYRANNOUS - TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


An amusing disclaimer I often see when reading through various 
Magick orders manuscripts is the refrainment of using Magick 
to kill or harm one's enemies. Often times heing of the Satanic 
paradigm. This is rather ironic as it is RESTRAINING the 
individual to enact his will. If someone becomes an obstacle 
in your ascent, do not hesitate to exterminate them. Kill for 
your friends, kill fer your loved ones, and kill for the sake 
of killing, This is a bothersome trend of safe Satanism. The 
individual wants to play black Ma but doesn't have the 
fortitude to become a warlord. The Church of Satan wants to have 
their black masses that oppose iPods, to them this is sinister. 
They sately ‘rebel,’ against society. A truly sinister black 
mass would be to glorify Saddam Hussein. What is Magick if not 
used in part to bring change? Only unbridled hedonism. These 
groups only live in the here and now, not for all time. 


We are soldiers; there is no escaping that fact. Soldiers in 
the traditional sense and soldiers in a different sort. We are 
spiritual warriors; we have an unholy cause to bring an end to 
mankind. We are not fighting to preserve nations or governments. 
We are fighting to return our Gods, to become as them. We are 
soldiers in a traditional sense, because this type of result 
will not be brought about without combat. Taking the offensive 
is the only noble thing to do. Goebbels declared to the German 
people when they were being invaded, ‘hate is our prayer, 
revenge our battle cry.’ The stench of an inferior species 
cannot be tolerated anymore. The only solution to a sick society 
is annihilation. 


T would recommend studying military books, specifically 
analysis's that have studied weaknesses in the way the United 
States fights its wars. The way in which the Viet Cong fought 
should be studied. One of my personal favorites is The Tiger's 
Way. The author reveals weaknesses in western tactics. I would 

ommend a book by the title of Balefire. This book was 
@ favorite of David Lane. It outlines the way in which one man 
tore an American city apart. Books on escape and evasion should 


also rec 


be studied. The ways of ninjutsu can be studied for escaping 
urban environments, while military manuals will detail leaving 
no traces in wooded environments. Books on military leadership 
should also be studied; there are books available that allow 
you to make decisions as a leader that will determine the course 
of your platoon. If you make poor decisions your platoon will 
be wiped out later in the book. It is very much a game, but an 
insightful one. Often times National Socialist or other 
revolutionary factions will offer gu 
i 


illa manuals that prove 
luable reading material. They will provide you with ways of 


avoiding ballistic forensics, and being able to detect police 
investigations. I recommend Siege by James Mason and The 
National Socialist Political Soldiers handbook by Combat 18. 


T often hear, especially from the White Power scene that we must 
wait until the system collapses to act. That we should hunker 
down in mountain re 


ats with wood stoves, generators, guns, 
and bullets. Why wait when the pickings are so good? The society 
in which we live in allows our enemies to operate in the open. 
They say and do whatever they want, and they get away with it. 
Amilitary maneuver would quickly knock out any stronghold. The 
world must be brought to its knees and shot in the back of the 
head. Action is the only way. Doing so in the guise of terrorism 
will prove very beneficial. I would read the novel Hunter by 
Andrew Macdonald. The book outlines how one man disguised acts 
of terrorism as a feud between Israelis and Muslims. 


Intelligence gathering is very important. A rather amusing way 
to find out who is living according to Magian principles would 
be to graffiti or leaflet hateful material in a community or 
ty. Watch and listen for who complains the loudest about 
leaflets that state 12 million Jews were not exterminated by 
Germans, or that non-whites must be subjugated to a cleansing. 
These individuals must be immolated to our Gods. If you are keen 
you will notice a lot of these individuals will be a part of 
Jehovah's, ‘chosen people.’ A whole city may be opfered this 
evolutionary ideals are disseminated and fought 
intensely by anti-evolutionary groups with no back lash from 
the local population, it becomes quite obvious that the 
population 


way. 


liv. 


gq in such a way that is counter evolutionary. 
If you move through society dressed as a commoner you will reap 


much more intelligence than you would walk around as a soldier. 
Watch the counter culture groups, watch the cliques. What are 
people doing, what is changing. Spring up groups that oppose 
common values. Think of the uprising of skinheads in the 60's. 
They appeared as a rebellion against hippie culture. Spring up 
a group that advocates masculinity, discipline, fighting, 
ethers will notice and follow. 


You will need to train your body for combat. The most necessary 
aspect to building your body ia building a strong core. Doing 
as many curl-ups, pull-ups, and push-ups as possible is the best 
way to develop endurance and the core. Doing push-ups with your 
knuckles on asphalt will strengthen your knuckles and strixes. 
You can utilize tiger kung fu by striking a hard surface with 
your fingertips. This will create micro fract in your bones 
that once healed will be stronger. You will eventually reach 
a point where you can rip open a man's wind pipe with your 
fingers. Running with a pack full of bricks over rough terrain 
provides a harsh way of building endurance. Eventually jerry 
cans filled with water or weights can be carried with the run. 
The entire body can be toughened through iron body training. 
Buy a sack and a bottle of Dit Da Jow. Fill the sack full of 
mung beans and strike the sack several hundred times with each 
hand. Rub the Dit Da Jow onto your hands before doing so. Dit 
Da Jow is a herbal concoction for Iron Palm training. Strike 
the sack of mung beans for three to six months. Those of the 
Satanic class will no doubt shorten this time. A word of caution 
must be issued, rushing this type of exercise may result in 
killing your nerves. Be harsh but take your time. After this 
time has passed replace the mung beans with gravel, then proceed 
with steel shot. Eventually a point will be reached where bricks 
can be broken with the hands. The same exercise can be performed 
on the body by smacking the surface of the body will a tubular 
sack. To develop a strong grip gather flat mountain stone and 
use one hand te drop and pinch the stone with one hand. Various 
exercises can be done by slightly tossing the stone and catching 
it. Anything that makes it awkward. The stone must be smooth 
to make it more difficul 


. Large rocks can also be used for 
lifting along with sewer grates. Kettle bells also work very 
well for endurance. Hand to hand combat not martial arts should 
be studied. Martial arts often take many years to be able to 


perform one move, while hand to hand combat is generally taught 
to military personal it's meant to he taught quickly. Krav Maga, 
Systema Spetsnaz, and the Marine Corps hand to hand combat 


styles should be studied and practiced. Knife and fizearms 
disarming, knife strikes, proper falling techniques, blocking 
and avoiding strikes, and breaking grips should be practiced 
over and over until they become muscle memory instead of 
conscious thought. Certain cliché moves should be avoided. Bo 
not punch, use palm strikes. Palm strikes can penetrate the eye 
socket where a punch can't. Punching the face of an enemy can 
cut your knuckles and if your enemy has a disease you may become 
infected if the mouth, eyes, or nose were struck. Tucking all 
of your fingers in with the palm strike protects fingers from 
becoming fractured, broken or sprained during an attack. A quick 
surprise kick to the groin and as the enemy bends forward a 
temple strike with the palm will quickly kill an enemy. Become 
as an assassin. 


There are tools of the trade that a Satanic individual should 
consider. A .22 caliber pistol with silencer makes an excellent 
assassination firearm. One of the most useful firearms would 
be an AR-15. If the receiver is purchased unbeknownst to the 
authority’s different barrel lengths and even different 
calibers can be purchased without having to register them. The 
construction of prison type shanks should be studied. A taser 
and restraints should be acquired for kidnappings. Methods of 
torture should oe studied. Theatre of Hell by Haha Lung provides 
a good read. Most individuals when confronted by a tray full 
of tools and surgical instruments will provide the most 
undesirable of information concerning their lives. If an 
individual resists you a hammer can be used to break toes and 
fingers, or tools to tear off nails. Electro shock can be 
employed by attaching cables to the genitals, nipples, or ears. 
The most important psychological tool against a subject is to 
make them believe they will survive the incident, that the pain 
will end when they answer your ques 


If they lose hope of 
life, their minds go limp. 


Other practical tools are a good pair of gloves, preferably ones 
with hard knuckles, flames resistance, slash proof, and keeping 
your fingers as free as possible to perform tasks with them on. 


A good military pack with frame and chest straps should be 
acquired for carrying material. A good clean pair of steel t 


military boots should be purchased. Ones that could be worn wi: 


suit pants without raising suspicion. Carrying inconspicuous 
items on you such as a ratchet or wrench can be used for striking 
the temple of an enemy, providing an instant kill. A maglight 
is one of the most useful devices. It's moze of an offensive 
weapon than a flashlight. A maglight can shatter windows and 
bones. 


Police tactics need to be examined. First police interrogation 
and questioning techniques. The easiest defense against police 
questioning is to not say a word. If an officer approaches you 
or asks questions immediately ask ‘am 1 under arrest?! If not, 
walk away. If you are, weigh your options. The decision of going 
in for questioning or ending the officer’s life must be made, 
If the decision to go in for questioning is made, simply state 
‘I have nothing to say, T want a lawyer.’ If you have been careful 
with your ‘crimes,’ then they will have nothing on you and they 
will try and keep you for 24 hours, Almost all individuals will 
incriminate themselv 
of information gathe 


The police will use whatever clever way 
ing they can, Crime solving techniques 
must be studied, Studying the Gates of Janus by Ian Brady is 
one of the best books available on the subject. If the police 


have no DNA samples, hair samples, fingerprints, witnesses, 
tracks, cr motive they have nothing. Always wear latex qloves, 
be mindful of hair on the body, and be mindful of shoe prints, 
and tire prints. Never hunt in your area, ‘accidental,’ deaths 
are best. Lay down plastic if a body needs to be transported 
to a dump or burn area. Constantly changing one's modus operandi 
will offset police investigations. A businessman could be 
stabbed or shot with a 9mm with his wallet stolen, to present 
a mugging gone awry. The police then will m likely be 
searching for a desperate nigger. Keep things low key. These 
type of murd would most likely not even make the papers, Never 
leave a trademark. Become unprofilable. Do not act as a cliché 
serial killer, most serial killers have psychological 
addictions that make them kill. They are weak in the mind. If 
shock and 


ris sought, search for societies sacred cows. 


The most potent force of all is the force that dwells within 


you. Your will, Use sinister Magick to affect your surroundings. 
Vanquish your enemies, snatch up the man or woman you've set 
your eyes upon, bring yourself power. Use acasual energy to 
saturate your enemy's dwellings. An example of this would be 
to create an entity through blood and sigil and seal it into 
a container. Infiltrate a church, you'll find that most modern 
churches have acoustical ceilings somewhere in the building. 
When no one is looking lift up a tile and place your container 
up in the ceiling and replace the tile. It will sit there and 
fester, saturating the church in sinister energy. Go out into 
cemeteries and perform Dark God invocations, the possibilities 
are endless. Coordinate points explored on a map that once 
selected will essentially surroud a city and create an 
intoxicating amount of sinister energy can be explored. If these 
methods are mixed with direct action mentioned above, the world 
will be yours. 


We need charismatic individuals, individuals with charm. The 
type others will follow to their deaths. Be ambitious, reel in 
the best to surround you. Gain the attention of the opposite 
sex, show them what to desire. Strike like a hammer smashing 
an anvil, strike with lightning, and strike deep. Do not take 
pin pricks; take the heart of your enemies. Become more extreme, 
more violent, and more terrifying than those around you. Take 
the world as yours, go forth destroy and create. That is the 
essence of power, 


CRAFT OF SAMAEL 


COMMISSAR TYRANNOUS - TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


It came from Nazi Germany, 


A dangerous little chemical weapoa, 
Sarin 


If 


Sarin! 


u inhale the mysterious 


vapor, 


You will fall with bloody vomit from your mouth. 


Sarin, Sarin, Sarin, 
The chemical weapon. 
Song of Sarin, the brave. 


In the peaceful night of Matsumoto city, 

People can be killed, even with our own hands, 
Everywhere there are dead bodies. 

There! Inhale Sarin, Sarin, 

Prepare Sarin! Prepare Sarin! 

Immediately poison gas weapons will fill the place. 
Spray! Spray! Sarin, the brave Sarin. 


Aum Supreme Truth 


There is a monster that slumpers in this world. A weapon of mass 
destruction. A devil of the most vile substances known to man. 
Samael the lord poison. We too can become as our Gods and 
unleash a plague upon this world never seen before, The 
children's song sung about the Black Plague will never compare 
to the scourge we can unleash. Easily manufactured and ready 
in large doses millions can be murdered. To acquire the 
materials needed for Nuclear devices would be difficult even 
for a Black Ops unit to pull off. The materials we need though 
are in every qrocery store, in every science lab that can be 
broken into, in the animals and insects we can hunt and xill, 
and in the plants we can for 


There are two series of nerve gases, G and V. The G series of 
gases were mostly used during the First World War. This series 
consists of Tabun, Sarin, Soman, and Cyclosarin. The V series 
consists of VE, VG, YM, VR, and VX gas. These are mostly used 
as area denial weapons. The lethal dose of VX gas estimated for 
humans through skin contact is only 10 milligrams. There ar 
fourth generation chemical weapons that may be five to eight 
times more potent than V¥ gas, They are known as Novichok agents. 
They are a secret biological weapons program of Russia. Fourth 
generation gases have been designed to be undetectable to 
standard NATO detection equipment, defeat NATO chemical suits, 
and are safer to handle. 


The deadliest chemical agents that can be manufactured by an 
agent of the Kali Yuga are Hydrogen Cyanide or Prussic Acid, 
Chlorine Gas, Cyanide, and Ricin. Chlorine Gas is made from 
pleach and ammonia. Both items are found in every grocery store. 
Ricin is made from castor beans. Ricin is so toxic that less 


than a milligram will kill a person several times over. The 
amount is so small that a toxicology report will not detect it. 
If a target ingests it, the cause of death will remain unknown. 
One of the most advantageous aspects of Ricin is that is takes 
two to three weeks to 


ill a victim, giving the assassin the 
time to disappear. A cyanide capsule can be made in severe cases 
of emergency, opfering oneself to Satan. Prussic acid is so 
deadly it killed its own founder. Prussic Acid is most deadly 
when aerosolized. A group that should be studied is Aum 
Shinrikyo they were responsible for the 1995 Sarin attack in 
Tokyo Japan. They tried using Prussic Acid in a terrorist attack 
by creating a device that was placed in a bathroom stall and 
leaked the vapars inte the ventilation system. Unfortunately 
the attack was stopped before it killed anyone, but it had the 
potential to kill 20,000. 


There are other poisons such as insecticides. There are three 
deadly insecticides such as Dichlorvus, Malathion, and 
parathion. They all have lethal doses, but of course will show 
up in a toxicology report. 


Basic knack out chemicals and plants can be used to render humans 
unconscious. Ketamine and Rohypnol. Belladonna can be placed 
in drinks in varying amounts. Belladonna is flavorless, 
odorless, and can knock a human being out for 10min-12hrs 
depending on dose. 1t leaves the body in only six to eight hours 
therefore it becomes undetectable. It only takes about five to 
ten minutes to take effect. An aerosol made of Merphine/procaine 
knocks out a person in half a second, an opioid antagonist has 
to be administered as soon as possible or the person will die. 


Manuals on how to create these weapons can easily be found by 
searching the internet. Basic science skills need to be 
acquired, A proper das mask, chemical suit, over bocts, gloves, 
and lab equipment 


ed te be stolen or bought. An area needs 
to be preoared to manufacture these weapons. Transportation 


and deployment needs to be planned out. With careful planning, 
the time and effort it takes to kill one person 
kill hundreds of thousands to millions. 


n be used to 


COME AS THE DESTROYER, 
FOR THUS YOU WILL SOW 


COMMISSAR TYRANNOUS - TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


In a conversation between Allen Ginsberg and Srila Prabhupada 
Prabhupada describes the nature of KRSNA as the avatar of Kalki: 


‘Allen Ginsberg: Now, what is Kalki's nature? 


Prabhupada: Xalki's nature, which is described in Bhagavata. 
He will come just like a prince, royal dress with sword, and 
on horseback, simply killing, no preaching. All rascals 
killed. No more preaching. (laughing) That is the last. There 
will be no brain to understand what is God.’ 


This image of KRSNA should create a contrast to previous 
conceptions of a youthful, blissful, blue skinned boy. Know that 
therein lies a true monster. With this in mind let us examine 
the Bhagavad Gita: As Tr Ts, by Srila Prabhupada. Starting with 
chapter 11 text 25 continuing onto 33, Arjuna writes: 


‘O Lord cf lords, 0 refuge of the worlds, please be gracious 
to me. I cannot keep my balance seeing thus Your blazing 
deathlike faces and awful teeth. In all directions I am 
bewildered. All sons of the Dhrtarastra, along with their 
allied kings, and Bhisma, Drona, Karna-and our chief soldiers 
also-are rushing into your fearful mouths. And some I see 
trapped with heads smashed between Your teeth. As the many 
waves of the rivers flow into the ocean, so do all these great 
warriors enter blazing into Your mouths. IT see all people 
rushing full speed into Your mouths, as moths dash 
destruction in a blazing fire. 0 Visnu, I see You devouring 
all people from all sides with Your flaming mouths. Covering 
the entire universe with Your effulgence, You are manifest 
with terrible, scorching rays. © Lord of lords, so fierce of 
form, please tell me Who you are. I offer my obeisance unto 
You; please be gracious tome. You are the primal Lord. I want 
to know about You, for I do not know what Your mission is. 
The Supreme Personality of Godhead said: Time I am, the great 
destroyer of the worlds, and I have come to destroy all 
people. With the exception of you, all the soldiers on beth 
sides will be slain. Therefore get up. Prepare to fight and 
win glory. Conquer your enemies and enjoy a flourishing 
kingdom. They are already put to death by My arrangement, and 


you, O Savyasaci, can be but an instrument in the fight.’ 


The fourth and sixth avatars represent further violent and 
wrathful forms of Visnu. Lord Narasimhadeva being the fourth 
avatar is known as the, \man-lien.’ In this form he disembowels 
the demon Hiranyakashipu, for trying to murder Visnu's devotee 
Prahlada. Parashurama or the, ‘axe wielder’ is the sixth avatar 
of Visnu. This avatar is infamous for circling the world twenty 
one times to murder and filled five lakes with blood. KRSNA would 
certainly constitute as a Yama, or death god. 


Another example of a Destroyer in the Vedas is Visnu's greatest 
devotee Shiva, or Rudra as he was originally known. When Brahma 
was creating the universe, his sons angered him. In that twitch 
of rage a child of red and blue color sprung forth from his third 
eye. The boy after emerging asked of his father what he should 
be named, to which Brahma replied ‘Rudra.’ Brahma designated 
a living space and wives for Rudra. Rudra went on to create 
offspring of the same furious nature as his own. Brahma becai 
afraid of the children Rudra created. Brahma stated, ‘O best 
among the demigods, there is no need for you to generate living 
entities of this nature. They have begun to devastate everything 
on all sides with the fiery flames from their eyes, and they 
have attacked rr ' Rudra's generation was a direct threat to 
the universe; they went on to be abominations in the eyes of 
Bramha and even threatened the existence of Rudra himself. Rudra 
in his fiery form wanted to burn the universe, but was commanded 
to wait. So he sits in meditation staving off his rage with 
alcohol. Until the moment he can open his third eye and bring 
the universe to a fiery end. 


Being a devotee of Visnu gives oneself the backing of a powerful 
murderer. As exampled Visnu murdered a demon trying to kill one 
of his devotees, he explained to Arjuna that he need only place 
his faith in Visnu and fight. In the end Visnu would utterly 
destrey all of his enemies. As agents of the sinister dialect 
this type of protection and pact is invaluable. The message is 
clear though go cut into the world and fight, subvert, destroy, 
ang manipulate, and both sides will be destroyed. And you will 
stand victorious. 


CREEPING DEATH 


TEMPEL OV BLOOD 


‘AGIOS O GAUBNI!’ 


With a low-uttered, sibilating hiss, the Mistress of Zarth sent 
her long and jaqqed knife careening wildly into the bound body 
of her chosen opfer, a young man of Middle-Eastern descent who 
had been brought, via the process of ‘extraordinary rendition’, 
complimentary airfare courtesy of her own government, to a 
clandestine U.S. base deep within the Syrian mountains. 


Although geopolitical journalism hinted at covertly sponsored 
U.S. activities meant te topple the regime, in reality the 


syrian government had long been host to myriad clandestine 
operations in collusion with the United States. Namely in this 


regard, acting as the repository for various secret ‘black 
sites’ that were utilized for the sort of confinement and 
interrogation processes that would not be allowed under the 
Geneva Convention or areas titularly engaged in lip-service to 
U.S. legal statutes. Such processes became much less of a 
problem when enacted in specific geographic areas, such as 


Syria, which were so historically ensconced in human-rights 
abuses and of questionable public alliance with the U.S. 
Government that they lay in an effective nether-region in the 
standard intelligence sense, being very far indeed from the 
prying eyes of U.N. inspectors and individual N.G.0.'s engaged 
in monitoring human rights abuses. 


Having been heavily sedated with barbiturates, administered by 
a psychiatrist earlier that evening who was an attache to CIA 
involvement in enemy combatant interrogation on base, the 
seemingly frenzied, yet, in execution, well-aimed knife blow 
elicited only the sound of internal gases escaping the now dead 
figure and a soft sigh, muted by the mouth gag in place. 
Satisfied with her work, the Mistress of Earth sawed through 
one of the manufactured cloth-belts that had held the only 
recently living man’s hands to his cot, freeing an arm and 
placing a jagged piece of metal in his hand, said object which 
she had recently pried from the bedframe. 


Straightening herself, the female, now accomplished in a direct 
murder on behalf of her prince, secreted the bloody blade of 
her makeshift ceremonial knife into a plastic ziploc bag within 
her courier satchel before leaving the cell. The sounds of 
multitudes of Arab detainees screaming agony, coupled with 
the audial distortion of the clanging of chains by M.P.'s going 
about their business and aircraft repairs in the hangar-like 
building effectively miffled any perceivable sounds of her 
exit. Before long the key which she had utilized to access the 
cell had been replaced on the administrative keyring held at 
the guard station, the staff of which were presently engaged 
in a late-night poker game which would, with the help of copious 
amounts of Jack Daniel’s that she had surreptitiously provided 
via the facility’s quartermaster, continue on late into the 
evening, many hours before a routine check of the cell in which 
she had been would occur. 


Proceeding through the cavernous corridors of the converted 
hangar she nodded in amicable camaraderie to the various U.S. 
military personnel who had become her friends and companions 
over the last several months, each one appropriately garbed in 
the desert-camouflage vestments peculiar to their specific U.8. 
Armed Forces branch. As she emerged into the main reception and 
discharge area she spotted several civilian-clothed 
individuals engaged in deep discussion among themselves, all 
of whom emitted a peculiar aura distinct from their 
battle-fatiqued co-eperators and which were invariably present 
on the pretense of assignment by the U.S. Secretary of State. 


ling broadly at an M.P. who sleepily maintained the outside 
he M.P. responded in kind in a gesture of facial kindness 
stepping aside, unbolting the six-inch thick steel door 
and allowing the Mistress Earth into ¢ outside area. Once 
beyond the doors of the facility, the fell winds of a dark autumn 
night assailed her senses, filled seemingly with the whispering 
voices of thousands cf native hideous spirits who, like 
vultures, circled the area of death and grim work that had been 
enacted at the site for over a year now, eager in their 
blood-lust for more and further machinations courtesy of their 
foreign guests. The area, which had once been only a lost 
wilderness amongst lost wilderness, travelled by only the most 
sturdy of bedouins, had been transformed into a theatre of 
torture, terror and death by a force very foreign to the area 
- a force which held within its very fabric the only hope of 
a real and legitimate Galactic Imperium. 


Proceeding beyond the harsh ever-present glow of the security 
lights, not unlike these installed in the football stadiums of 
her homeland, the Mistress cf Zarth proceeded to the very edge 
of the security perimeter which bore the darkened shadows in 
residual quantity of the pitch-black desert mountains in which 
the secret base resided. With a deft motion of her serpent-like 
hands the Mistress of Earth removed the ritual knife from her 
satchel, wrapping it inside a large cut of U.S.D.A. beet also 
held inside another plastic bag, securing the meat to the blade 
with a plastic zip-tie used for enemy combatant transport. She 
tightly wrapped the two plastic bags which had held the knife 
and the meat respectively into a cylinder-like bundle and 
inserted these into the crevice between the meat and the knife 
before throwing the object w. a well-practiced motion over 
the concertina-wired perimeter fence and into the darkness 
beyond. 


Removing a fresh pack of Marlboro Reds from her satchel, several 
cartons of which had been exchanged between her and the 
quartermaster in reciprocation for the Jack Daniel’s she had 
previded courtesy of a diplomatic carry-on by one of her 
recently arrived associates, she proceeded to slap the pack 
against her palm before unwrapping the pack and removing a 
single cigarette, lighting and smoking as she waited in the 
partial darkness. Before long, as if on cue, the sounds of 
snarling jackals could be heard reverberating off the desert 
hillsides, drawn by the smell of blood. The sound of the pack 
fighting over the recently proffered morsel moved her in 
a wave until the sound of choking and strangulation could be 


heard, as the primary among their pack bit into the ragged edge 
of the blade which had been hidden within. Within an hour or 
so the corpse of the unfortunate jackal would be mostly consumed 
sy the members of its former pack and within a day cnly bones 
would remain, having been picked clean by the vultures and other 
birds of prey which circled the skies, ever hungry, ever keen 
to cleanse the refuse of the desert as so generously arranged 
by their North American friend. The Mistress of Earth took one 
last drag from her cigarette as the sounds of the dying jackal 
transformed inte the sounds of fratricidal cannibalization 


among the pack. She field-stripped the remainder, placing the 


spent liter in her right hip-pocket. Her steely gaze swept one 
last time across the black expanse of desert, filled with the 
churning, satanic seeds of Imperium. She turned and with steady 
gait marched back to the base; there was yet more work to be 
done. 


‘The Lord of Abominations is GAUBNI of the South Winds, whose 
face is @ mass of entrails of the animals and men. His breath 
is the stench of dung, and no incense can banish the odor from 
where GAUBNI has been. GAUBNI is the Dark Angel of all that is 
excreted, and of all that sours. And as all things come to the 
time when they will decay, so also GAUBNI is the Lord of the 
Future of all that goes upon the earth, and any man’s future 
years may be seen by gazing into the very face of this Angel, 
taking care not to breathe the horrid perfume that is the odor 
of death.’ — 


Anonymous, Tempel ov Blood, 2012, Originally published as an 
exclusive for Nightmover: http: //www.nightmover.tumblr.com 
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I renounce the ego and instead embrace my inner darkness. 
Within me is present the sacred ancient bloodline, ancestral 


to the outer Chaos which is the all-consuming force of Vampiric 
Darkness. 


nerd and their creator. 
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1, ever 


As an embodiment of the Black Vampire, T seek to Dominate and 
feed with extreme prejudice. 
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those who may support such, in act or deed, unwittingly or no. 


o, by their very existence, which necessitates continued acts on behalf 
sort of the Sinister Dialectic, is an enemy to the Magian ethos. Said enmity 


with real danger and involving real risk, both to oneself and those around one. 


‘There is no such thing as a “safe” approach to Satanism - at least in the sense of 
‘Traditional Satanism (which is, in fact, the only real Satanism) as explicated by the 
‘Order of Nine Angles. Said ONA who happen to be the only organization, the only 
collective of individuals, the only collocation of nexions (read: numerous, intentional 
intersections between the causal and the Acausal and thus, a vector to the Dark Gods 
themselves acting in concert for suprapersonal and oft Aeonic goals) which champions 
heretically and defiantly that dangerous philosophy, that risky way of life that is the 
hallmark of the ONA and has been for over four decades. 


No) one of us who have been exposed, even in Part, to the ONA Way can [eign 
Bae as to exactly what the ONA requires of those who would tread upon the path 
taken, that risk-taking, moral-limit breaking and exultation-paved way 


ie aad Satanism and its codified manifestation within the Sever-Fold 
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mundane but indeed to be an offense against the collective ONA. An offense, a 
provocation and furthermore an insult against both the collective ONA and towards 
each and every individual who have sacrificed, personally, in pursuit of the Sinister 
Dialectic within their own lifetimes, prior to their own causal lives and also 
encompassing those who will follow beyond their causal lifespans. 


ONA has no shortage of those on the fringe periphery who will endeavor to show us, 
by their words, by their “emotions” and by their stated “intent” their subscription to the 
ONA Way, toward the Seven-Fold Sinister Way and even towards pursuing the 


training and way of life relating to the way of the Sinister Empath of the Camland 
Tradition, the Rounwytha. 


Yet how many of these will exhibit by their actions, concretely, a really evil constitution 
- a constitution forged by going beyond the due measure? By being evil, in real life? 
How many of these, of which the ONA has as stated had no shortage of (and indeed, 
which we will, in fact, have no shortage of presumably for sometime to come) will 
really do what they have intimated that they will do? How many of these so-called 
Satanists will undertake an Insight Role, perform a Grade Ritual, perform a culling? 
How many of these so-called Satanists will undertake a demanding physical challenge, 
how many will seek to not only meet but to go beyond accepted ONA standards as it 
relates to the same? 


The answer is, perhaps not suprisingly, too few. But for those few who do, who do so 
on their own, without support, utilising their own cunning - their own effort - their own 
will, those few are those who will by their own Satanic and thus self-overcoming 
agenda, be those who distinguish themselves as ONA, in reality. Those who will strive, 
often at their own detriment, suprapersonally, in pursuit of the Sinister Diale iding, 
and thus extending the influence of the ONA: Traditional Satanism, the Seven-Fold 
Sinister Way, the Rounwytha Way and all which that encompasses. 


To this the naysayers will undoubtedly do, as they are oft to do, scoff. What does it 
mean to actually “be” a part of the ONA? Isn’t the ONA really “beyond” being a real 
collective of individuals, who practise evil in the real-world, who go beyond and indeed 
continue to go beyond the limits proscribed by the distortion inherent in this present 
Aeon - working towards long-term, suprapersonal and Aeonic aims such as effecting 


change for centuries to come and bringing the Dark Gods intruding, darkly, upon the 
causal itself? 


Such is the reasoning, of the naysayers and such is the reasons of the pretenders who 
will push in the face of all evidence otherwise their pseudo-intellectualism, their inane 
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abstraction. And for those Te, 
E abstraction, it should be ees, 
n s been about for well over four decade, a 
f the same has promulgated for millenia) is never abstraction 
ting itself with real change, teal action - out there - in the world, Such 
ted firstly upon onself, via Internal Magick and then, through the stapes . 
‘and what comes after, upon the world itself. 


And af the base of this Sinister doing and even in most cases at the end of such Sinister 
‘pursuits, as it may relate to the causal lifespan of an individual Satanist are performing 
black deeds - transgressive deeds. Actions which take one to the edge of human 
‘experience and then, full of Sinister intent, beyond. Deeds full of risk and laden with 
potential consequence. Deeds worthy of a real Satan, a living, breathing Satan in-the- 
flesh. 


For the Satanist must be as ever devilish, wily and concerned with being amoral, being 
in essence, bad. Yet how many peripheral individuals, hangers-on to the ONA, many of 
whom are more obsessed with the National-Socialist writings of David Myatt than the 
Satanic corpus of Anton Long and the ONA, would seek to turn the ONA into a 
collection of do-gooders, concerned with their so-called “higher philosophy” and 
“moral ethos” (read: abstractions) than cutting a dash, pulling off a swindle, living 0 
the sharp end of life? To those of the former category, the periphery, we state herein 


emphatically - that nowadays ONA is not and indeed, has never been, your friend. 


Jall, ONA 
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could be attributed to them, as could a bountiful harvest. The Gentry were feared 
especially after dark, and it is believed even today that solitary travelers in remote areas 
at night risk abduction (or worse) by the Gentry. The Gentry are thought to be 
organized by clans or tribes, following a sort of feudal structure. They are capricious 
and mischievous, and are sometimes thought to replace a human baby with one of their 
own infants to be raised in human society — this fairy child is referred to as a Changeling, 
and brings bad luck to the village or family in which is it placed. They are also held to 
enjoy human consorts and lovers (cf. Copiila cum Daemone), though such relations are 
thought to cause chaos in the life of the hapless mortal. Such sites as stone circles and 
hills or mounds are especially thought to be areas where the Gentry can easily cross into 
our world. The Gentry are said to be best approached with friendly offerings of food 
and drink, left in the aforementioned areas where they are said to cross over. 


THE SLUAGH (Brittany, Ireland, UK.) Much more insidious than the Celtic Gentry are 
the Sluagh (pronounced ‘sloo-ah’ in Gaelic), meaning ‘The Host of the Dead’. This term 
gives the contemporary term “slew”, as in “He burned a whole slew of cats in a bonfire!” 
The Celts believed that the spirits of the pagan dead reside in a dark region of the 
Acausal, known sometimes as Teach Duinn (The House of Donn’, or ‘Dark House’). The 
Sluagh are encountered much less often that the Gentry, mainly on inauspicious 
periods like Samhain or Beltine, when they are free to return from their dark and misty 
place. The Dead are understood to be universally malevolent, and seek to do harm to 
any living being that crosses their path without protection. Only magicians or witches 
with magickal skill would ever seek to treat with these creatures. In ancient times the 
Dark Goddess known as the Morrigan (Great Queen, or Dead Queen) was invoked to 
give power over the Sluagh, or else sacrificed to in order to appease them. In modern 
times, in remote and rural Ireland and Scotland, one can still find blood sacrifices and 
bonfires at Samhain to honor and appease the Sluagh, so that they will not afflict the 
region with undue attention and more extreme 


of this practice include, as 
research will show, of throwing, baskets of cats or snakes into bonfires). They are drawn 


to areas of uncleanness, and the only defense against them is a clean home without 
spiritual or physical pollution. 


RAKSHASHA (South Asia) The Rakshasha remain a popular demon in contemporary 
India and South Asia, but are also found in the earliest Hindu scriptures dating back 
thousands of years. Literally the ‘Beast-Heads, the Rakshasha are cannibal demons that 
resemble animal-headed humans, Ancient, wise, and cruel, the Rakshasha are thought 
to inhabit the same world as humans, hiding from them with magic and preying upon 
the sick and weak. The Rakshasha are able to hide in human society and mirror human. 
customs with ease, being instinctive shapeshifters. They are especially gifted at 
infiltrating and subverting religious institutions such as monasteries and temples. 
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DRAUGR (Scandinavia, Iceland) The Norse believed that certain dead would return to 
a sort of half-life, usually the corpses of criminals, neer-do-wells, and witches. Evidence 
of this transformation can manifest with a strange lack of decay of the body, with a 
sudden swelling or bloating of the corpse if there is attempt to perform burial rites. In 
extreme cases, such corpses have been known to even disappear from the home of the 
bereaved when clergy visit, only to ‘reappear’ as soon as the priest leaves. Draugr 
maintain all of their former intelligence, but are thought to possess a bad temper and 
bitter dislike of all former friends and relatives. They are possessed of inhuman 
physical strength, and cause damage and sabotage to their former home and region 
While many other supernatural entities are more pronouncedly active at night, Draust 
are thought to ‘sleep’ during the day, during which time they are more vulnerable 
They are likely one of original inspirations for the modern “vampire” myth, save that 
they do not drink blood alone, but rather eat raw (ie. freshly killed) flesh fro 


whatever they ae able to kill. Tradition holds that of the Dead can be created by # 
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a death by particularly fiendish means, B aan 
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the “ogre” of medieval Europe in terms of rough physical description. It is also 
noteworthy that the Ghul are famous for their brute strength, but also for their lack of 
cunning, and in many tales they are beaten by a clever person who is not especially 
‘heroic’ in the usual sense. The Ghul are best appeased with offerings of raw flesh and 
blood, ideally from an actual sacrifice slaughtered in their honor, but unlike other jinn, 
their offerings are never immolated. Spells for perceiving them and calling them are 
found in many grimoires from the medieval period, later bastardized in the supposed 
MS Key of Solomon where they are mistakenly referred to as “demons”. 


B. Toller 


FALSE PROINET~ DECEMBER 2015 


FALSE PROPHET — DECEMBER 2015 


(alse PROPHET - DECEMBER 2017 


SCHOOL OF THE AMERICAS 


BROTHERHOOD OF THE BAYONET: 
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mentorship. I began analyzing which Satanic group I wanted to associate myself with. I 
was discovering that few groups were actually in the real world with a real presence. 
Even fewer were actually doing sinister deeds. Too many groups were more interested 
in bell and gong work than actually infiltrating politically subversive groups and 
manipulating them, 


T was disenfranchised with the ONA with the popularity of the Chloe WSA sector of 
activity. I saw the ONA growing soft. Consisting of blogs all over the world 
propagating the same material, touting out a Swastika or two, and doing nothing. Too 
many nexions reeked of adolescents without real professionalism 


Then there was the Chaos Gnostic sector of the Satanic groups. | was growing very 
intolerant of what Europe was up to. The rampant limp wristed, socialist, liberal 
ideologies were affecting its movements. It was hard to associate with groups that 
didn't understand the sinister energies inherent in America 


The factors | took into consideration when seeking out the TOB, where it was and is 
inherently an American phenomenon, it's vampyric in nature, it's also heavily vested in 
activities that are hardcore in nature, and it's highly secretive nature that reeked of an 
intelligence operation gone horribly wrong, The little I know of the TOB came from 
what any other person at the time could dig up on them. Mainly its own publications, 
and authors who "claimed" membership in the organization. From an outsiders 
perspective to the "American experience,” one will not be able to fully comprehend the 
delightful, "TOB experience.” 


After being involved with the TOB for some years now, my handlers nor myself sure 
enough would not have known how dramatically my life would change. Cramming 
lifetimes into years. My decision to join the United States Military came from something 
I was seeing in the land, or rather lack thereof. | wasn't seeing the vibrant politically 
subversive environment I grew up with anymore, I recognized that the biggest hydra of 
them all was the "Great Satan,’ itself. The federal government. Being a member of the 
government almost gives a person an unquestioned authority, You'll be praised by 
millions of military veterans, thanked by scores of 
What could possibly be a better vampyric experience? 


izens for service to one's country 


‘The United States Army inhabits a unique position of being one of the largest 
standing armies in the world, second only to the People’s Republic of China. 
Furthermore, it certainly qualifies as the most active in terms of ongoing military 
engagements, etc, What sort of effect in consciousness have you experienced being a 
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iformed member of such a formidable force on the worldwide arena? 
uni 


I was particularly impressed with how instant and aa eee te The 
shift begins with the oath one takes to enter the arn : a poin ach 

: a into the consciousness of a soldier in Americas 
successive point propels one further int ; Pac thea 
Army. You can see the nervousness of a young recruit taking the final oa h the day they 
ship off to Basic Training. Their brain debating whether or not to mn: tl a Next step 
being the graduation from Basic, which for an Infantryman nicas nothing. The reason 
being non-Infantry recruits leave Basic Training at this point to continue onto AIT 
Whereas an Infantryman takes a weekend pass to come right back to training that 
Monday. The real shift comes when an Infantryman is awarded their blue cord and 
become a part of the rest of America’s killing machine. The graduation for an 
Infantryman takes place on the National Infantry Museum's parade field. Which has 
been consecrated with the soil of every major battlefield America has participated in 
One literally walks over the blood of one's ancestors while graduating. The NIM itself is 
filled with relics from the revolutionary war on upwards. Connecting an Infantryman 
with the "Spirit of the Bayonet." This whole "Spirit of the bayonet,” reminds me of the 
blood, sweat, and tears I spilt to become a member of that spirit. No matter how long 
after my contract ends, | will always be a part of that experience. An Infantryman 
occupies the last 100 yards of the battlefield. This reason being, that tanks, bombs, an¢ 
other methods of warfare are not able to capture and take the last 100 yards neces 
taking an objective. The Infantry is necessary to take and hold ground. 


Besides my primary MoS, being a member of America's armed forces has affected ™) 
consciousness in other ways. Everyone knows that if any country, economic interest, 
public enemy gets in our way we will make no hesitati 


ion in sending in our Special 
Forces, the CIA, and our forces to deal with a. 
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through. That being the experience of MEPS. This is where one begins to understand 
the saying, “hurry up and wait." You will spend hours upon hours of sitting or 
standing, followed by blood tests, written tests, medical inspections, audio and visual 
examinations, and this is where you begin the process of dehumanization 


This is the process where you "choose," your occupational specialty. You take your oath, 
and your formally introduced to being reduced to a number. Once out of the MEPS 
phase you will be expected to participate in weekly activities consisting of physical 
training and military information memorization. This is meant to give recruits some 
type of success during the initial phases of basic training, It's a rather pathetic process, 
and any Satanic adherent in good physical shape will find the physical shape of his/her 
peers absolutely pathetic. 


For someone following the Sinister path always be cognizant of your past and what 
might surface during a security clearance. Most jobs require a security clearance. Also 
know that your medical information is kept private. If it doesn't become a problem 
during your military tenure it won't be found out. You'll be told incessantly to reveal 
information you were told is kept private, but isn’t actually private. It's a smoke screen 
on the part of the individuals at the MEPS stations. 


Anyone who has ever considered joining the United States Armed Forces is usually 
aware of the first great ordeal involved with the same - namely boot camp or basic 
training, often reinforced in the mind from images and scenes from popular media of 
screaming Drill Instructors (USMC) or Drill Sargeants (U.S. Army) in “Smokey Bear” 
hats, sadistic punishments, dehumanization, etc. all associated with that uniquely 
American military psychological approach of breaking down a recruit to nothing and 
then rebuilding them - as a cog in the wheel of the hydra-like killing machine that is 
the U.S. military. How does the popularly accepted image measure up to reality, 
especially in those first few weeks after arriving at basic training? 


1 would say as an Infantryman it measures up. For those pursuing other MoS's you'll be 
greatly disappointed, Basic Training is mostly a summer camp retreat for those 
Pursuing jobs not related to combat arms, My first day of Basic Training consisted of 
being ran off a bus with all my gear. Pyrotechnics were used to create combat 
simulation. Mainly of a mortar attack and small arms fire. | can remember being ran up 
to our company area with tunnel vision. My mind reacting to the simulated attack. ‘The 
whole time being berated and yelled at by Drill Sergeants, Once reaching the company 
area we were told to do mindless things such as piling our duffel bags on one side then 
moving them all over to the other side, The whole time running back and forth a Drill 
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order you to do something like stop and stare at the p 

k around in circles. After a time of this we were iia 
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were always unachievable and we were put in the front leaning rest position, w. fey 
then ran everywhere, to chow, to classrooms. In these classrooms we were shown 
graphic combat footage. That night we were given 20 seconds to shower. Then woke, 
up in the middle of the night for a fire evacuation. That was the first day I'll leaye the 
Test to the imagination of the reader. If your told your expendable enough times you 
begin to believe it. We're called DICKS, DICKS being "Dedicated Infantry Combet 
Killers.” One thing was always stressed during Basic Training, that being we are firs 
and foremost killers. 
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its applications and why did you choose to pursue Infantry over and above other 
potential available military occupation Specialties? 


First and foremost going through Infantry Basic Training, ensures one will not have to 
80 through Basic Training again. Unless an individual has gotten out of the Army and 
waited several years before reenlisting. If someone started out in a job that wasn't 
Infantry and decides to switch to Infantry, Rangers, or Green Berets they will have to go 
through Infantry Basic Training. Even though they've already been through Basic 
Training. Pursuing Infantry from the get go is the course for going Rangers or Green 
Berets. Its a stepping stone. Get your blue cord, get your Combat Infantry Badge, get 
your deployment patch, and go higher. 


Going Infantry outright earns respect. One goes through the toughest Basic Training, 
and gets put into an Infantry unit, Then decides where to go from there. If one decides 
to become a doctor afterwards, being Infantry never goes away. You still did your tour 
in the sandbox, lived like an animal, put up with everyone else's bullshit, busted your 
ass everyday for PT, and engaged the enemy, 


Its hands down the worst garrison job, but when a war comes our way. You can expect 
fo get lots of hands on training. Learning how to clear houses, use various different 
types of weapons, set up ambushes, and test your true merit. 


Infantry training takes place at Fl. Benning, Georgia, which is a United States Army 
Maneuver Center of Excellence comprising various training schools including being 
the home of the Infantry as well as Ranger School (with the exception of the 
Mountain Phase.) Perhaps the most ominous aspect of Ft, Benning in the public eye 
is that it is the home to the Western Hemisphere Institute for Security Cooperation 
(WHINSEC), better known by ils former name, the U.S. Army School of the 
Americas, responsible for the training of so-called “death squads” as well as 
Particularly high-profile cases such as the CIA tutoring of Luis Posada Carriles 
during the early nineteen-sixties, 


On the Infantry side of the spectrum, Ft. Benning is also infamous as being the venue 
where one Timothy James McVeigh initially met his fellow co-cor 
would go on to distinguish themselves in relation to the Oklahoma Ci Bombing - 
all under the auspices of U.S. Army training, What sort of apprehension of the 
Sinister did your person, as an adherent of the Dark Gods, intimate during your time 
at Ft. Benning? 


irators who 


When I was at Ft, Benning, J couldn't help but notice the enet ‘gy there. Especially being 
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iced the Blood Pool could not affect me there. [ was Very much 


a member of TOB, I no! They were not energies present during the day, byt on 
1 


encased in the energies present, 
nightly vigils, the atmosphere completely changed. 


a affected by Dark energies. A moment | will 19, 


Ft. Benning is very much an are: : : Ve 
forget is ake my company ascended to Honor Hill. We entered the iron gates toa 


torchlit procession. We entered an inner sanctum where a bonfi re es burning, Metal 
music was blasting from speakers. We received our cross rifles pin, and dipped oy, 
canteen cups into a frothy billowy brew. Of which we didn't know what. We gathereg 
around the bonfire by platoon where we received our, "blood rifles." Which is where 
our cross rifles pin was punched into our chest by the Drills. We recited our loyalty to 
the Constitution, the Army, the United States, and the President. After each incantation 
taking a sip of the brew we had dipped our canteen cups into. The whole thing came off 
as a black mass. Some even thought it was reminiscent of a Klan rally. That is an 
experience I will never forget. The energies present were very explicit. 


The energies amidst the forests of Ft. Benning can also be quite eerie. Being on patrol in 
the middle of the night on a raid does interesting thing to the psyche. It induces a 
madness, I have yet to feel somewhere else. So much energy has been stored there by 
the scores of recruits that have passed through Ft. Bennings gates. It's home of th 
Army's toughest schools. Ranger school and sniper school. It's where soldiers becom 
airborne qualified and attend Ranger Assessment and Selection. It is the home of 


combat arms essentially. That creates a very very potent aura to tap into. 


Travelers along the Seven-Fold Sinister Way as explicated by the Order of the Ni* 
ples of requisite physical training standa"* 
the same, involving primarily long-dist*** 
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One of the biggest physical feats that sticks out for most Infantryman early in their 
career is an event called, "the bayonet.” Though I've been hearing lately that it's an event 
that is being skipped or the standards are lowered considerably for the physical 
specimens the Army is left to deal with. The Bayonet is an event that occurs towards the 
end of Basic Training. It takes place after having been in the field for a week and begins 
late at night. Typically the bayonet will involve a 7-10 mile ruck run with rucksacks, 
ammo cans, litters, fireman carries, logs, sandbags, heavy weapons, and water jugs. It's 
not only an individual trial, it's a platoon competition. The platoons run through a 

series of stations that might involve such things as deuce pulls. The bayonet occurs on a 

specified route that involves climbing the "stairway to Heaven." Which is a very steep 

mile long hill, Once the platoons reach their respective companies, they might perform 

5-600 push ups and sit ups, and go on a two mile run. The conclusion of the bayonet 

marks the march to Honor Hill, where the individual becomes an Infantryman. 


Once at a unit however, rigorous physical training is a hallmark. Usually a unit will 
conduct, platoon or squad pt in the morning for an hour to an hour and a half. Usually 
consisting of a run, a ruck march, or time spent in the gym doing upper body. It's not 
unusual to pt two to three times a day. For example a ruck march in the morning, a core 
workout over lunch, and an upper body workout in the afternoon. All the while 
training during the day. 


Some posts are in areas of high altitude and low oxygen, pt becomes a lot more tedious 
in these environments. Nothing short of a suicide run is achieved at an elevation of 
6,000ft with a gas mask, a ruck sack, a M240B, and fireman carries. 


Anton Long, the Grand Master representing Traditional Satanist groups, stated in his 
interview Auf dem Wasser zu singen: Another Interview with Anton Long conducted in 
2003ch that “America should give rise to the first, practical, sinister, manifestation of 
the next stage - a new society, based upon the Law of the New Acon, and the 
emergence of Vindex - and will thus become the centre of that practical 
manifestation.” Other Order MSS also indicate that Vindex will emerge in America. 


The TOB would seem to be in full concurrence with these viewpoints, perhaps going 
even further in equating certain of these intimations with the U.S tary and 
related institutions within the MS Creeping Death which states (describing here a 
presumably fictional black site in the Middle-Fast): “The area, which had once been 
only a lost wilderness amongst lost wilderness, traveled by only the most sturdy of 
bedouins, had been transformed into a theatre of torture, terror and death by a force 
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your reaction to this anti-American trend? 


It would be amusing if it wasn't so ironic, The simple fact is that most of these Europe, 
groups who make claims against the U.S. are doing so out of jealousy. We are the super 
power, we are the monolithic terror system that can say and do whatever it wants in 
any part of the world. Every country is familiar with the C.LA or the F.BL They 
however on the other hand don't know the name of the Finnish intelligence agency io: 
example. I used to think that the NSDAP or USSR flag carried the most amount of 
terror, in actuality it is the good ole stars and stripes that strikes terror into the he 
and minds of foreign nations. For example how did the U.S spread Americana to 
With Blackwater and Halliburton private military contractors. That's not something 2 
non-American can understand. If your weren't born and raised in a rural an 
AMEE your just not going to get it. There is a very sinister energy in this land and w 
spread it to other countries with our military, c 
offshore torture facilities, 
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Do you believe that because of this “decade of war’ that Americans are to a degree 
desensitized to certain institutional forms of violence at least aimed outside our own 
borders and, if so, do you believe that the U.S. will continue to see an increase in 
such long-term conflicts in the by-and-by? Do you see such conflicts as “mass 


culling” and if so, how do you see such affecting the progression of the Sinister 
Dialectic? 


Icertainly would agree that because of the most recent wars overseas Americans have 
been desensitized to violence. The masquerade of 9/11 brought about a blood Just I 
don't think was even seen during the Vietnam conflict. During the invasion of Iraq, 
every Iraqi was considered hostile and troops opened fire on anything that moved. 
There's definitely an open season on Muslims inside the military. War crimes have been 
committed en masse. Often times units carry AK 47's with them in the chance that they 
Kill a non combatant. They can then lay the weapon down beside the body. Military 
doctrine is that coming upon a body you can fill it full of holes until you move past the 
body. Then it is unlawful to kill someone on the battlefield. One can use their 
imagination as to what that entails 


I don't think we'll see long-term conflicts like Afghanistan or Iraq for quite some time. 
American military tactics are rapidly changing because of these conflicts, Greater 
influence is placed on Special Operations, Predator Drones, and Private Military 
Contractors. The 75th Ranger Regiment used to be top tier Infantry now they're nothing 
short of 2 Special Operations unit. There is greater emphasis on being an “operator” 
now within the military. The general military is no longer prepared for war, there's a 
growing lack of training, a lowering of the standards, and overall unmotivation. With 
the recent political shift to allow women into combat roles I forsee an even lower 
standard across the spectrum. 


These types of conflicts no doubt represent mass culling and the furthering of the 
Sinister Dialect. What America is doing abroad is churning the meat grinder, 
Afghanistan and Iraq were nothing short of another World War, with the amount of 
NATO countries involved. Almost every unit in the U.S. has been deployed at least 
‘once since the war began, This has exposed eyen the lowest level support units to some 
type of danger associated with combat, There are now thousands of active duty and 
veteran soldiers with combat experience left angry and lost. Most are looking for work 
in the FB, CLA, Law Enforcement, and private military companies. It's created a 


vicious cycle and it's bringing more madness, more devastation, and more death to the 
Kali Yuga. 
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CHORAZIN 


The cult of Atazhot, largely similar to that of the Ka‘ba, was made up of worshipping 


stones, bloody sacrifices and ritual processions (Ibn Hisham, Sira 54-5). 


October 5, 20XX 


If you're reading this journal, then things have gone very wrong on my end, | don’t 


know what happened in Chorazin, The other members of my nexian are missing, or 
worse, and if you're reading this, it’s not a good sign for me either. [need to keep a 


record of what’s happening to us. My laptop is smashed, and all | have left is this 
notebook, I know I should leave, but | can‘t. Part of me wants to run, to get on plane 


and go back to the US, But the other part of me wants to see the horrors that He has 
promised, 


Our nexion left New Orleans in early June, and we landed in Cairo. ‘Th 


ere were Six Of 
us altogether, It was Kaleb's idea 


he was the leader of our nexion, the most hardened 
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dith came, along with Trevor, Shannon, Faith, and 
sort ips i Fast before in Iraq with the Peace Corp on ay 
Bene i helped us in crossing the Gaza border 
cially with the girls, but they warneg us 


Adept among us. His co 
been to 
myself. Trevor had : 4 
insight role, and knew some basic oe is 
iendly enough, e : 
The oe ree be less friendly. We traded cigarettes with them, | 
aa i sphalt. 
= k soe oe though the local tobacco smelled like burnt aspha 
ink L 


We trekked through Gaza, hitchhiking mostly, sometimes taking He sty an decrepit 
buses that rustled up and down the hard-packed earth roads. rossi into Israel 
wasn’t too bad, actually, though the Israeli guards had fast hands and tried to Brope the 
girls. The guys in town were worse - Kaleb almost hit one of them, but the local Police 


were all armed with machine guns, and so we did our best to get out of there without 
too much incident. 


It took three days of travel, but eventually we made it to the small Arab-Israeli town of 


Khirbat Karraza. It wasn’t much to look at, mostly just dusty buildings and some signs 
in English and Arabic indicating that this was the 


with local guides available for those who w. 
low cost hostel, 


Site of the ancient city of Chorazin 
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Arab’s nephew or cousin or something. But he wouldn’t show up until close to noon, 
so to kill time we decided explore a little. Outside we could see the mosque across the 
street, a run-down café (or maybe it was a tavern), and a seedy-looking covered market 
of shops and stalls, connected by a small maze of corridors, what the locals called “the 
souq”. We headed into the covered market area to see what sorts of things the tourists 
bought. The shade of the fabric roof felt nice and cool, and the scent of ginger, 
cardamom and jasmine was a welcome change from the dusty, burnt scent of the town 


itself. We wandered from merchant to merchant, among other Arabs, Italians and 
Germans and Japanese tourists, 


The shop-keepers were desperate to sell, and clearly the tourist trade wasn’t that great. 
Most of the stalls were filled with cheap trash and bright colors: sandals and slippers, 
leather book covers, wooden rosaries purportedly from Mecea, and inevitably a range 
of antique-looking daggers. I confess, I'm bit of a weapons freak, and so I got a curved 
Palestinian blade for myself, The others didn’t buy anything that I can remember, but it 
could be my memory playing games. 


After an hour or two we headed back to the hostel, and found our guide waiting for us 


He seemed like a nice enough kid, maybe 15 or 16, but he spent a lot of time lee 


unpleasantly at the females of our group. He probably hadn't seen a lot of American 
girls before, so we pretended not to notice. Once or twice he almost looked like he was 


going to touch Shannon’s hair, but Trevor managed to run interference on that play, 
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A we were already packed to g0, and shortly we were all hiking behing the 
nyway, 


» Arab on the rocky paths leading to the ruins. The trek to the ruins didn’t ta}, 
young, 1 : 
Jong, we were there within the hour following the kid. 


Chorazin was amazing. Black rock everywhere — the kid told us that it was basalt from 
an old volcano, We wandered around the site for most of the afternoon, and ate Tune}, 
in the remnants of the public square. It didn’t feel especially ominous until the |;i, 
afternoon, when the shadows started to grow longer. The kid started to get antsy to ge 
back, and near sunset he was really agitated. We tried to explain that we were going «; 
camp there for the night, and he got really panicky. He kept saying: Shaitar 


Beit At-tazhot! Now “Shaitan” even an American like me understood, and Beit 


sounded like Atazoth, but even Trevor couldn’t get the kid to explain. Probably local 
Superstitions, of course. Everyone knew that Chorazin is cursed, and even in medieve 


times (Kaleb explained), the religious types swore that the Antichrist would appear 


there. The kid wouldn't shut up and didn’t want us to stay overnight, and eventually 
we had to pay him double to leave us there, with the promise to come back in th 
morning. But once he got the money, he left — I think he ran all the 
He didn’t look back. 
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from the early 1990s that hinted at some real weirdness, The key was (Kaleb explained) 


you had to make the Black Pilgrimage to make the real magick happen — you couldn’t 
just sit around and do it at home. The site was important. Stars had to be right. Sol 
and Saturn aligned the right way, shit like that. 

At Chorazin, the ancients believed, Christ himself had been rejected by the 
land. It was considered to be unlucky since then, a cursed area that had bes 
by sickness and disease, not to mer 
leave 


people and 
en ravaged 
ntion natural disasters. But the people wouldn’t 
~ they stayed, somehow tied to the soil. People believed that the Antichrist would 


arise there — the Dajjal Messiah of the Muslims — and we ourselves believed that Vindex 
could be Presenced there, if anywhere. 
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the heat of the place. There was a low constant hum from ; i 
maybe? Maybe it was the voleanic rocks or something, but in the evening there; 


warmth to the air that just didn’t feel right, like the earth there had a fever 
wrong. It felt perfect. 


some kind of insects ~ |g, 


We set up the ritual space in the ruins of the dead synagogue. Candles, offering b 
knives. We stripped down to our smallclothes and wrapped ourselves in black 


that we'd bought on the Egypt side. We mixed some mushrooms together with bi 
that we offered collectively, and added some soil from the site. Kaleb howled 
Trevor cut the Vindex sigil into his chest using my new dagger — we had all planned! 


do it, but there was so much blood, and then the mushrooms started to take hol 
That's when things began to get ... strange, 


The ritual itself ig hard to d 
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almost deafening. | remember us circling him, laughing hysterically and chanting the 
Agios Satanas and Diabolus at the top of our lungs. The orgy is really a blur, I remember 
everyone fucking, but it seems hazy. I remember having violent sex with a dark female 
shape — it left bite marks all over my arms and legs, but the teeth are all wrong for a 


person. I remember someone screaming, but I don’t know if it was good screaming or 
bad. I didn’t care. 


Then Kaleb started to have some kind of seizure. Al least, we all thought it was a 
seizure. Everything was confused — we were all naked and covered in blood and sweat, 
and we were all hallucinating some fairly crazy patterns in the air. But then we realized 


that Kaleb was not ok, and so we somehow stopped the crazy sex and violence long 
enough to try to get him some space. H 


jaw was so tensed, I thought he was going 
bite his tongue off ~ there was blood and foam coming out of his mouth, and his eyes 
were rolling way back into his skull, we could only see white. My head was pounding 


from the fasting, the ritual, and the heat. I could hear Trevor getting sick, while 


someone was crying. It might have been me, I honestly can’t remember. My head was 
throbbing, migraine throbbing, like | was deep underwater. 


Then everything went black 


When I came to, the sun had just risen. Everyone else was lying passed out on the 
ground, Except Kaleb. He was sitting up, starring off into space, more or less in the 
direction of the town. It looked like his mouth and hands were still red with the fluids 
from the seizure. I tried to speak, but my throat was so dry it came out like a croak, He 
looked in my direction, but didn’t seem to see me at first, I could hear the others 
beginning to stir. At the same time, I realized how very quiet the entire area had 


become, No more dogs barking, no birds, no insects chittering, Total quiet. 


I tried to rouse the others, more or less successfully. It was the absolute worst hangover 
Thave ever had, and my nexion mates were in worse shape than me. The only one who 
seemed in any way normal was Kaleb. But he wasn’t answering any of our questions, it 
was like he couldn't even hear us. Later we understood that he heard us just fine, he 
just didn’t feel the need to respond. 


Somehow we managed to get everything packed up, and just in time, as the Bedouin 
kid returned. We followed him back to the town and hostel, Along the way, we saw a 
number of dead dogs, Most of them looked like they had been torn apart by a larger 
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e assumed that a lion had been in the area by night, 7), 


pe pene ss too exhausted to speak. Insic 
kid seemed skittish and quiet, and we were too pea 
The hostel was a welcome relief from the heat, and we all collapsed onto our beds, Thy cong 
bedouin kid tried to ask for more money, and wouldn’t stop talking, “Then Kaleb jus to 
looked at him — really looked at him. The kid jerked back violently, and a dribble of ce 
blood started out of his nose. His eyes went wide, and then he stumbled out of the a 
room, his hands trying to catch the drops of red that were starting to stain his shirt, He ee 
was cursing, I think, but I never got the chance to ask him. if ie 
Kaleb sat down very slowly and still stared into space. In retrospect, 1 don’t even think pane 
that he hardly even blinked. He just starred. But we were all too tired to think or worry, ee 
and we fell asleep. Bas 
When we awoke, we were only four. Kaleb and Judith were gone. Everything fel Every 
oddly dream-like, maybe from the wash of massive acausal energies, or perhaps from some 
the ritual intoxicants. But either way, better rested, we had now the energy to start could) 
worrying. We searched the hallway and the other rooms upstairs in the hostel, but nd about 
luck. We headed downstairs, and found the bleeding kid with the old Bedouin. The That 
owner glared at us, like the nosebleed was somehow our fault. Trevor asked him if he'd keene 
seen our friends, and the old Arab jabbed an impatient finger at the door. He W* screar 
obviously trying to staunch the bleeding nose of the kid, but the blood just didn't see™ rabbi 
to want to stop. ss 
We left the hostel, grateful to get out of place and away from the sullen looks of ae 


owner and our former guide. Outside we | 
© we could see the mosque, the old covered market tried t 


with its shops and stalls, and next to j 
'o it was the lone Arab-Israeli synagogue in town crowd 


Just in time Shannon saw just see Kaleb and Judith 


; ~ doo! 
Wit BEER Soousi why shite entering through the side 4° — 


going in there? 


It took only a minute to. e ee 
the ae were ae, ee poe building, It wasn’t a large struct a ee 
didn’t sound like English. 1 started ¥ ere Kaleb speaking slowly to someon’ and! What y 
rcbuls iGhae NTE ie head for the door, but Faith caught my agen 

OW of the building which was filthy and the stre 


in dust, but we smudged a corner of itclean and peered i 
ee inside, 


‘abbi was nodding slowly as Kaleb spok 
me 7 poke 
to him, just listening. I have no idea what language they were speaking — it didn’t 


sound like English, but Kaleb didn’t Speak anything except English, so my ears must 
ave Re Sceced His voice sounded oddly like distant radio static. Eventually the 
rabbi started weeping, gently at first, and then really sobbing. Kaleb got up at that 


point, and very gently put his hand on the rabbi’s head, as if to comfort him. Then he 
and Judith started for the door, 


As they came outside, we went to meet them, For a moment, everything seemed back 
to normal. Judith said that they wanted to “get a good look at the ancient enemy’, and 
Shannon made some joke about them infiltrating the Zionists as their next Insight Role. 
Everyone had a good laugh. It was the first time any of us had smiled. But there was 
something about the way that Kaleb and Judith were smiling that seemed strange — I 
couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but then I guess I didn’t want to think too closely 
about it. It just felt good to have the nexion together again. 


That is when the screaming began, inside the synagogue. Several of the local shop 
keepers ran towards the building, pushing past us to get into the building. The 
screaming got louder, and then changed into this insane, demented shrieking. The 
rabbi burst from the doors of the synagogue, tears of red pouring down his face. He 
tripped down the building stairs and sprawled into the street. I thought he was crying 
blood, and then I realized that he’d cut or torn his own eyes out of his head. He kept 
shrieking and shrieking, like he’d seen something too terrible for words. As people 
tried to help him, his screams died down into sobbing. The last we saw of him, was the 


crowd carrying him back into the synagogue while he feebly kicked and moane¢ 


The mass confusion and chaos felt strangely invigorating, and not just to me. Kaleb 


Judith smiled with him, “Like a gift for the Prince," 


smiled — really, honestly smiled. 


she said in a distracted voice. For some reason we all nodded, a little confused about 


what was happening, Supernatural events were no strange thing, but this was a level of 
action that belonged in the Deofel Quintet 


the street, 


you didn't expeet to see it in front of you on 
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i in, and so we a 
Se ae iis ve, hew 
ipa es a ae owner refused to en a ae, a S is 
back to the hostel to get our gear. i ciey Pe gate the i 
time, but Trevor and Shannon ee ee ae wate oo a 
ee ae cone were on the rocky path that lead back to the broken 
the afternoon. Soon enou; 


walls and pillars of the cursed site. 


Odd things started happening on the w: 
the local dogs had growled and barkes 
moment that they laid eyes on us, 
they could feel the 
that they were 
way. 


they 


There was a weird noise in the ail 
insects I’d ever heard bef 


fore. The 
became. It had almost 


a tidal qualit 


i, something like 


loser we got to 


ay back to Chorazin. 
d the entire way. 


tured t 
acausal energies we carrie, 


: ned thet 
'd, or maybe their instincts warne¢ 
no longer the big predators in the region. We didn’t really care, © 


Before we when had ©o 


Now when we returned 
i f; er Maye 
ail and ran as fast as they could. 


insects buzzing, but it was? 
Chorazin, the louder the bY 


: y 
Halles Waves, rolling: closer and rec eding, ov" 
over. Normally, that sound would have made my head ache and my stomach © g tt 
it actually helped fo clear my head, The nearer We came to th af ; , the better |e! 1 
fact, it felt like coming home, And it wasn't reas 2 ou a a grinning ° m 
kids rushing a candy store, 3 towards the ruins as i 


The sky over the ruins way q stray 


: Age 
Aperiatur terra et germing, Vindex, the 


Words came 


ne 
Solor, almost a bruised, angry putt 


tomy mind unbidden, 1 he 
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‘bat Trevor smiled as if he heard me and said “Ameen, ya Ataghoth!’ 
‘= agreement as we began to climb the last part of the stony hills. 


“Anad here. things get hazy again. The sound, that bizarre insect sound, it was almost 
pekon 


‘Nommally, @ neon performs a ritual like you perform a play. You're self-conscious, 
ven = you Gon't want to be, aware that your brothers and sisters are doing the ritual 
we you but also watching you. But this time, we didn’t perform the ritual — we were 
Ge macl Fs hard to explain, and it’s hard to remember, but [ remember feeling 
aéscimely primordial. It felt completely natural to stip off our clothes, to dance around 
Secees 1 Gant care that | wasn't dressed, because we were ourselves the garments 
See Se Gk gods The sky overhead pulsed madly like a throbbing wound about to 
Ses ep The air pounded with that sound, that droning, menacing tone that 
SeStiess eng fensied us. We caught a skulking dog that got too close to the ruins, 
298 See & apett while chanting Nythra Kthunae Atazhoth! Aperiatur terra et germinet 
Waei=" OGdly, che animal screamed in a voice that sounded a bit like the annoying 
SSeisst Som the hostel who had guided us out here the day before. We smeared his 
Blood all ower ourselves like warpaint — Kaleb shouted ‘Ecce /iomo!’, and we all laughed 
26 Ieeshed hysterically. 


Scciwhere in the midst of the running, the killing, the sex, and the chanting, | saw 
Sesethiee. The sky seemed to split like a scab coming off a wound, and this Thing, this 
Geiss Thing made out of solid darkness spilled out of the sky and sent these oily 
S=eScuis Gown into Kaleb — but then they erupted from him and stretched for each of us. 

Bc & she eyes, and I could feel a cold tightness in the back of my head as it coiled 
Send my brein. My heart started pounding like I'd done meth. [realized how empty 

2S before how vacant and weak, and that dark liquid surged and sloughed into ny: 

wens, my bones, and my skin. 


Bwcmtt jest me I could see the dark energy - the azoth, at-tazhot or at-taghot as the 
Avebs saw (2 voice vibrated inside my skull) — inside of my nexion, There was a 
‘Soment where | was confused which part of the nexion 1 was = my sense of perspective 
=: Faith's for s moment, then Trevor's, then my own again, 


A vision flashed before my eyes of cities burning with strange-colored clouds overy 
them, violet light in the sky, people being in chains and weeping, while Our Kinds 
walked among them as emanations of the Dark Gods. Some who were worthy wot 

be offered the chance to join with the Dark God, to be filled with the sinister e: 
that had been access and channeled here at Chorazin. Atazoth would be presenced, 
only through his incarnation as Kaleb-Vindex, but actually 


able to take causal form 
But that state, that animalistic, 
that frequency. 


again. 


acausal state of connection didn’t endure, at least" 


Jos 
With a sound like iron rating against stone, the rift the air © 


This time, though, there was no han, 
Purpose, a feeling of instinctive, 
the vision w: 
desirable. 


Over, no confusion. There was only a cold ® 
unnatural unity 


between the group. But the 


‘as hazy — clearly, a conflict was coming, 


and this felt necessary “ 
But had no idea had 
what was need, vision which bi 
d into my mind, led to accomplish this vision 


burne 


“Options?” Kaleb s 


nad 
slightly. The sen, Publis Words made the tendrils in my he 


Soothing, 

I could reme, 

ember the citio, ret’ 

dark tome, But Giacr Burning and the sense of vietory, but the path 
°F5 Of the ne, 

Fr lexion Were K Ge 

aith began to speak. Her eyes Were touched in other ways by the Dat 

might cloud her vision Were 


gtiol 
, 


Slosed tightly, as if to shut out an 


have 


Stat Ntythenepsex Onell 


lerstood to 8 
Janderreates 10502 


60, # 

4:51, £60; 
n fee 48 

The Quean [e6 


divine 
jose fusion 
that of 


“We need to perform the rite with greater sacrifices, The ceremony must be ... here .. 
but there must be opfers, unlike any Giving since the great war. We need ... ah... "- 


and here she faltered, her vision receding, even as mind had, 


“A holocaust of eestasy.” Judith’s eyes were wide open, fixed on the place where the 
sky had tom open, “The energies needed to su 
have to be fed to the Gods.” 


nv the rift are considerable. Many will 


in Iraq. We'd need Som 


y you were with?” Lasked? 
wnch,” he answered smiling. 
' d of the ‘animal’ y, 
her feet and saw the hea 
when Shannon looked down at 


: ick it up. Holding the head by the hui, 
ite. She stooped to pick it up. 
had tom apart during the rite. 
‘she turned to face us all. 


Agios 0 Baphomet, we thought collectively. 


Speier 


1 woke up in the hostel, my head pounding, aching. At the other end of hee 
‘Trevor was wretching into the sink. I went to help him, and found him wiping spittté 
blood off his mouth. 


4 4 inged 
“Don’t worry, it’s not mine! he chuckled. This seemed hilarious — but | felt a twits? 
pity for the old 


i petored like these thoughts weron’t entirely my own. NO" 
Gediea sep 4 ‘ren’t entirely my 


emus lvaasla\citual act woud have seemed, well « 


mstances, it seemed entirely normal, The ritual blood" 
been shocking, but that too felt Perfectly sane. 


A 3ift for the Prince, thought Judith inside my head, | 
Agios o Baphomet, Faith answered her, 


Hmade sense then ~if Chg ' 
9zin was a 
which Atazoth and others . 
necessary, even desist Bh be presence (even if briefly), then proxi’ 4 we 
I fact, the heaa dbo eaaariine 
aches, " 
Make the entire world like Cho" 


neo 
Benuine nexion to the Acausal, the 40°" ne | 
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idea was the best. Make the world 


‘The dark tentacles in my head gently coiled. Thi 


Chorazin. 


Sitting, | opened my laptop and keyed in an online travel agency. Destination: Syria. 
First we take Manhattan, then we take Berlin, Shannon joked in our minds. We all 
laughed, Kaleb the loudest. 

Status report, requested Kaleb. 


‘Tickets purchased’, I replied, looking up from my laptop. ‘We'll be in Damascus 


tomorrow night.’ 
This seemed good to the group 


‘Weapons and followers in Syria’, Kaleb agreed, ‘then we contact other nexions, 


Chorazin is ours, but it’s just the beginning.’ 


That night, we danced again in Chorazin 


In the morning, we left for Syria 
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| 


vara concerning, the CONCEPL yy 
The majority if not all of those 

in we emanated fom authoriinijy, 
r Be ould expect from the ONA, expound sueh jn, 


More recently, however, there has been the situation of the idea of “Kindred Honour’ 
as it relates to the Order of Nine Angles - being watered-down, co-opted and mos 
importantly (and thus most injuriously) misused and either purposefully or no! 
misconstrued by those subscribing to, in one fashion or the other, the ONA Way as 
expounded by known associates. Associates whose knowing - said knowing, achieved 
through living of the ONA Way - provide the litmus mark which separate those ac\val 
Sinister from those claiming so in falsity. Thus, by such confusion, they have, thos 


false, in fact - purposefully or no - dragged this non-negotiable tenant of the ONA 
through the proverbial mud. 


In order to underline what actually constitutes Kindred Honour, according to the ON" 
Way, it is important - in lieu of the misuse and misconstructi i 

cB ed prior - | 
specify what Kindred Honour is not: ce 


1.) Kindred Hor is ilisi 

See pee en) utilising such vapid phraseology as “In Sins! 
particularly promulgated by so: 
white flag of surrender to send 
- that one will “not rock the boat” 


pretenders that one is ‘S"" 


cept others who make “" 


t OF not said others exhibit \ "” 

the hi : 

athe history and the occult Knowing that s¢ 
Pand beyond, from the mundanes. 


spar 


2.) Kindred Honour does not indi 

be derived from slavish and uninformn HSoever, in its quintessence, a concept" ‘ 
trappings of the Third Reich and Nog i, Most cases aesthetic attractio® 
“camaraderie”, “hono Ponals : 


ur” and’ Moyaliy pee sialism = a desire by those et 
nostalgia to fel by espousing the gem { SOHLEXt of backwards-lookiny 
erating among, Presumably dan, ‘ponte Bisin, "nate — vat” in the | 
2 pee: be exempt from Monagen one will, by such cate! 


1 called out (ane worwe) |! 
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a mis-apprehension of Jong-dead 
syents perhaps soon to be forgotten, the genuine ONA associate will 


mundane standards, run toward 


Run toward those vectors to experience that 


' @yen reprehensible to those who slavishly 
or is not “Satanic” 


may seem heretical, beyond the pale and 
follow a rigidly shallow conception of what is 


Expenence, through forms not usually associated with the Neophyte-mindset and be 
Pry to real modes of influence and perhaps chances to do such requisite ONA tasks as 
petforming 2 culling, as one example. 


Ana seck and most Satanically so, those interstices of advantage (if not in fact 
zanging the same, by their own slyness) to provoke, create and nurture subversive, 


Reretical and most assuredly Sinister forms, of real-world operability, the likes of which 
lieve never been seen before on this earth. 


Bis & these daring ones, these genuinely Satanic kind, this type, that the ONA has and 
well continue to extend our hand - according to the Law of the Sinister Numen, 
=ccording to Kindred Honour. For those seeking safety however, albeit cloaked in their 
(wm mis apprehension and their mis-use of the concept of “Kindred Honour”, willfull 
© m0, be advised that we will as well, perhaps, likewise extend our hand - but only to 
break yours. 


BILONA 


Notes: 


1) “Practical tests and the japing of individuals who are curious about us, or who seek 
@s out, and 2 Labyrinthos Mythologicus to intrigue, select, te: ad, 
© dissuade, others, Apart from being diabolical fun, such tests and japes or can be 
mischievous, sly, and us ‘playing the trickster’ in real life, which is exactly the satanic 
Point” - Toward Understanding Satanisin, ONA 122YF 


confuse, annoy, mis! 


12)~As I have mentioned elsewhere, we of the Order of Nine Angles do not, never have, 
ed never will condemn acts of so-called terrorism (individual or undertaken by some 
), nor do we condemn and avoid what mundanes regard as evil or as criminal 

For us, all such things are or could be just causal forms or causal means, and thus 
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rie ich categories are net re 
as falling inte three categories, whiet 7, 


sere ee might or which can be the 


x eanlles NT 
mutually exclusive: (1) things vii Be ad the genesis ia 
individual pathe>mathos and whieh mu Deis or which 
weltanschauung; (2) things which aid our simiste 
Presencing of The Dark; or (8) things Se 
experience, too far for someone who aspires to be one os : q 
who thus fails the test, balks at the challenge, or 15 destroyed or overcor: + 
experience. 


that can or could be a test, a cha! 


For our criteria are not those of morality; are not bounded by some at 
evil; are not those defined by the laws manufactured by mundanes. Our 
amorality of personal judgement and personal responsibility, whereb 
individuals decide what may be right or wrong for us based on our owr 
and act and take responsibility for our acts, knowing such acts for the exeatic 
are or might be, and knowing ourselves as nexions possessed of tt 
potential, to consciously - via pathei-mathos and practical sinister exp 


ourselves into a new, a more evolved, species of life. Herein is the essenc 
for us.” A Satanism Too Far, Anton Long 
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aan THE SATANIC EXPERIENcy 
C. 


RANGER S' 


‘ 
q 
f 
d 
A 
w 
fe 
liv 
Iw 
My 
fee. 
abo 
quit 
Wh 
you 
sup} 
who 
s Y come. I've waited three years for this experience. M! : well 
finally sending me to Ranger school. How long T've planned and pale goal 
moment, This will be the most enduring, the most demanding school I will be i ies 
in my personal quest for prometheon Overcoming, for satanic mastery. This wil =] 
second tab on the way towards achieving the "Tower of Power," known oy ie 
poe the we Army, Already I've eared the Airborne tab, now au - reer 
~ veveral years from no i ° o glopecn © sould 
when Teomelen moms will complete the tower and earn the Sp ea 
Ital started e; fant! ae 
Viewing sh erase "signed up to join the US, Army as acl t pies 
elsewhere for fue Galant ce Politically Subversive groups of a for alt” Of my s 
Years. & lengthy and care of “Tor me, My insight role would las soaks ready 
ping: tlet ong Operator Rs Planned execution of consecutive rent”, 
eeruiter I do LO shar atthe pare United States military. To the de , plac My pers 
2 Highly advanced MoS, 44." P°ttom and ®arn my way up, He wanted as contre 
PON EY Tan, See hee MY high ASVAB score and af 
249." T would Start at the vee Where ath Feal men should start, as a 8! 


PPA my way to the top. 


45 eet 
"eee 
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[was sent off to Ft. Benning several months lat 
an Infantryman. Where I was taught to do on, 
be shown, where weakness was weeded out, 
were turned into weapons of war, 


ter to be trained for 14 weeks to become 
e thing, to kill. Where no emotion was to 
and where even the most faint of heart 
During my tenure at Ft Benning I was able 


to use 
OW private to hang himself with 550 cord, My very 
first Gift for the Prince. This was fo! 


lowed by a very colorful experience of horror no 
doubt due to the energy I carried with me from Pathworking with the Dark Gods, 


After graduation I was sent to Airborne school for three weeks where I was 
with the minds of the parachute Tiggers which caused a slip up in one of the chutes of a 
fellow student who fell to his death from the C-130 that carried us in the sky for our first 
live jump. After completion from Airborne school I was sent to an Airborne unit where 
Iwas to be deployed to Afghanistan only six months later. 


able to toy 


My year long deployment to Iraq further helped the deadening of my senses I was 
feeling. I become a stone cold killer. I learned quickly that what I was taught all my life 
about America being the bastion of freedom and the harbinger of humanitarian ideals 
Guickly flew out of the window when we greased children who were holding AK's, 
When we murdered and burned to the ground everything in our path. When your told 
your expendable over and over you learn to fight with every resolve. Knowing thapno 
Support is waiting in the rear to come to your assistance. I saw the elias young girls 

who were decapitated and had the heads of dogs sewn onto the necks. We would learn 

well from their tactics. Upon my return from Iraq we went back to GR a ee my 

80al at that point to attend the toughest course the Army had to offer, Ranger school. 


"began training heavily in advanced land navigation, in niles a ~ iesting 
Platoon sized elements. I began bulking up to prepare for the 30-401bs as aes 
Ranger school. | began rucking barefoot on hot asphalt to toughen Say feet Ut 
“ore using 75lb Kettlebells, deadlifts, military presses, and te dela sie 
®ould get my hands on to prepare. I learned that only 3000 sue crore ste 
©Pportunity to attend Ranger school and of that number oy be 5 : i bs zt hee 
through, 67% only pass at all out of a class and many are ca donibas are 
Phases, I was determined to make it the first time. | learned a : ne cos eee eS 
W to eat match heads to circulate sulphur through my sy a me a pitas te 
Sf my skin. J learned a lot from my deployment on ignoring pa , 
ready, 


‘sonal recor syationgeae 
. days. I will keep the record 
My per ser schoo! starts on day one of 61 soninerecon 
sg contraband wai * an the Ranger Instructors. We arrived at Ft, Benning 
nownsi 


do 
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and remembered how hot and 
begin Phase I. I was at Benning during the summer Ms j at 
humid Seely but this is Hele and I can't believe how cold 4 is. ES me hey 
chills the body to the bones, In typical Army fashion we aren't allowec any el gear, 
Iknew then this was going to be painful. 


We signed some initial paperwork and were immediately hauled off tocour first training 
site, The smell of fresh recruits made the RI's blood thirsty. They hurried us off the bus, 
some were crawling through windows to escape the wrath of the Rl's. They Fushed us 
off to a pit where we were put into the front leaning rest position. We were briefed, 
more like lectured in that position for an hour. Anyone who couldn't hold the position 
was given a 35Ib motivation rock to hold above their head. I learned from experience to 
keep calm breathe deeply and ease the stress on the joints to remain relatively 
comfortable in that position. After an hour it became impossible even for me. They put 
us in the position of attention and ran us around a track where we had to bear craw! 
and fireman carry our Ranger buddy for hours. We were ordered off the track and into 


two man formation where we were to apply MACP or the Modern Army Combatives 
Program. We were to perform a takedown over and over until the RI's were satisfied. 


Satisfied was not in their vocabulary and they sent us running around the track a: 
This went on well into the night. We were then ran to 


an obstacle course that we had to 
negotiate. It was already pushing 2300. I knew this would be a long night. After the 
obstacle course we low crawled through freezin; water for 300 meters under 
eing hounded by the RI's to 
on the other side of the barbed 
dy. A weaker soul asked one of 


gain. 


mud. I emerged 
wire freezing, soaked, and unable to feel most of my bo 


the Ri's when we were stopping for the day. The RI 
have the morning yet. We were rushe. 


; eee Tuck run ended at 0400 when 
Day two began only one hour later, The 
We began immediately with the testing of our 

the air and walked foot in front of foot ove: ne 
steps marked the center of the 
descended hand over hand along 
sign bearing the same insignia, 
instructed to emerge from the 


Rl's gave us a false 
‘ape. We 
Ta plank ove 
Plank with the icons | 

20 foot lony ; ae 


v insignia, We the" 
then fall POINE ine eet f0 touch a woode” 
ly to Nt into the wate ore then 

Put Web pear ei ater, We were 


swimmers sunk to the bottom j 


Hane 
des) ‘i 5 7 
were standing by for emergencies, ee and were py ete Peer as, ve af 
Biven only 'Y paramedics !"" 
NE mo, 


re chance and were “! 
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e After this test of combat Water survival 
This was clearly done in effort to wear us a is 
Mi clyaitcady. After this we were Peat eae Fatigue and hunger were 
Peet etincielaicdmancs ae In the front leaning rest on terrain 
Me teriisery. We were finan Y question answered wrong added 
OE scite forsmore na Y Biven an MRE around 1300. We had to eat 
i © pain. We found ourselves several hours later on a 15 
a rucksack, along with rifle, and FLC. This lasted into d. 
"three. Unbeknownst to my persons many were dropping out. I kept my focus on ie 
: front of me, never looking up. This made things somehow easier. We finished e 
~ quckmarch in 2 1/2hrs. We were permitted to sleep at 0200. : : 


re run into a MACP 


eevee’ restarted at 0345 with a five mile PT run. A couple fell out and were counted 
asNo-Gos. We are beginning to feel like the walking dead. Yet we still have 59 days to 
go. We were finally given breakfast after PT. Which was much needed, we finished the 
meal with great relish. We spent the next several hours on classes about advanced land 
nay and patrolling techniques. We then had a night long land navigation course to 
favigate without the assistance of headlamps or red lens flashlights. | found myself 
‘tipping over vines and getting caught in thorn brush. It was tearing my ACU trousers 
toshreds. I forgot about this shit when I was on FTX during my first tour at Benning. It 
Was slowing me down tremendously and I had to constantly worry about breaking my 
ankle on the fallen logs and animal holes. Luckily a full moon gave some additional 
illumination to my misery. Perhaps an omen. When will this night end? 


) Pay four began as all others, with pain. I was feeling invigorated from the full moon 
Isstnight and it rekindled my morale. We've only ate two meals since we arrived and 
®rly four hours of sleep so far. Already the ting to feel strange, or 
Pethaps it's myself? It's getting hard to tell. We 

*Surse. This was much easier in the daytime. I made sure 
More arriving here and knocked out the course very quickly. 


environment is star! 
continued today with a day land nav 
to perfect my land nav skills 
[received high marks for 
Lmight receive, 


xtra weight I we 
+s by the other Rangers. 
\ ory closely. 


at the ambush 4 
sent in an SE unit to ley 
{ the oldest trick in the 


with us, so that 
book and used 


soe tigeiniarka 
and am hopii ig will help overcompensate any negative mar 
hed ping this will help ov ugh some of the thickest deepest jungle I've 
en. ae esse ts ,-240 Bravo. | found myself 
Being Movies thal night. | of course got stuck with the 240 Bravo. 1 found m5 
the pe tuck Several times in knee high black mud. The ot 
E mn several time 
Bravo didn't help any and | had to be pulled out sever : Ee 
lender Baidown tremendouely and we were pasting Chee 
ihe ee cone else by the RI's and we : 
the thigh P48 handled off to someon se vith Risa ro pey got Fm OF 
Fase NN azuld hear the Ri at , andl insteacl of being, 
«J: We found ourselves several hours lat 
we became the ambushed. They 

We used 


hone in on their own skills. 
48 


‘contact and went New York to ‘4, 
for Bravo team: while they tried to run 
to getting to a suitable flanking Positi 
ered our aggressors and moyeg 


somehow overpow' 


Day five, this is supposed to be the last day of the most cuts. If pouican make it Past day 
five all you need to do is stand fast and make it through. Easier said than done. We 
maneuvered our way through the brush and made it back to some “hooches,” that had 
‘been in place since the 40's by the look of them. We were offered the chance to clean up 
and be ready by 0545 to conduct morning PT. A relief at last. I cleaned the grim off my 
‘body that was beginning to form. PT was a five mile run in full battle rattle, how nice of 
the R's. We continued again with MACP during mid morning, ate an MRE, and 
continued on with patrolling techniques again. 17 more days to go at Benning, which 
will conclude the "crawl phase.” Have to operate day by day. It's the only way to make 


Day 19, the past weeks have been nothing but a physical and mental test to sce if we a 
deal with the rigors of the last two 


where not aware 


doing, I've noticed ™ 
e last day of the 
point if I break mY leg 
ata time, one hour at 


Bet eyce othe ae 
Haveto keep counting dows, 


'Y to Camy 
: 'P Merrit} 0 begin the mountain pha 


ve their heads. They mus! 
ell 
is terrible, Already some hav* 


mo 


not 
Suc 


mile 
som 
each 
into 


Duri 
the s 
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ne of the mountain si i 
a ah ae il attached to their Tucksacks they got hit 
Sear. One broke his leg from bad footing, jn 


2 to patrolling constantly and the tough 
Ndously and some of ur missions require us 


from class earlier, There's 


and walk backwards to break through 
ded to use your face as a new Spot to make 


starting to Shows Our eyes are starting to sink back into our heads and a permanent 
black shroud is beginning to form around Our eye sockets. We catch occasional whiffs of 
the distinctive smell of a man who's been out in the field for days. 


Is not even worth keeping track of the days at this point, they all melt into one. I've 
‘oticed I've picked up an appetite for raw blood meat. I find myself becoming more and 
more animalistic and primal. The lack of sleep and food is causing us to stumble around 
during patrols, to overlook the simplest of tasks, and unable to hold any sane 
Conversation. I found myself today kicking rocks at a snake and laughing, when one of 
the R's came upon me he shook his head and gave me a push to move onward. I'm 
beginning to understand what it means to be a vessel for the Dark Gods. It's become 
almost impossible to operate on a conscious level. 


Today I've been given leadership to lead a raid ona mortar position. With the steno 
of the course being to simulate combat stress, they certainly are doing a most effective 
PP of such. All that's missing is the combat rush I felt so often in Iraq. I led the platoon 
idge li x cover and keep us out of some of the valleys and 
ie 0 o. | was wrong, we ended up in 
ene eee ct ambush site on both sides. 
Roving ri saddle which put us in the perfect a 8 ° 
an ; eae 2 ae Daren we weren't ambushed but the RI a 
ve missed that? 4 BUSS 
ii YPFOR mortar site and P 
istake, successfully made it to the C s Ms 
ei. ae CS ae every OPFOR soldier and pees 
i s A vei s cache only sever 
of es eee We learned there was large weapons ee on ye 
ee cisior to go rald the cache ana hopefully we courd com 
i lea Be feat we snuck upon the puards: bie hin Ds ane 
ee : ai Ree ii i shold of three boxes: of MRE's. We disappes 
dispatched them and got sper 
Mo the woods to enjoy with great delight our poste bai 


jack tendrils descended from 


shed as bl S 
ol base | watehed a round. Ecould beara 


i Ai aye tr , ac 
IME security that night in our Pav eginning to lift off the § 
to my solar plexus. | felt my: 
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RANGER SCHOOL THE SATANIC Exp, 


PART I} 


ERIENCE 


ee 
kids oe ass in gear!" Amongst the crowd of young Regiment 
having incompetent oa , 11 bang bangs, and SF guys we had the unfortunate luck o 
than grunt- Figured S with us. -For the uninitiated POG stands for persons other 
badges, ‘should a it would make them look high speed with their combat action 
ee ave stayed at WLC shouldn't you little fucker! I kept slapping, him 
your pe to a FRE pe came off with the brunt of my attacks. "Should of attached 
doing! 1 ae FL.C!" One of the Rl's came running, over to us, "What the fuck are you 
his fuckin, ed, "this piece of shuil POG lost his m 
im. Get ig blank firing, adapter!” He began to sniffle 
Brin on ‘a and continue mission, let's see if you can rede 
is face. 


his map, his compass, his protractor, and 
in his knees, The RI just glared at 
em yourself, He had a sinister 


ake this bridge’ he pointed on the 


your squad and ta 
map, 


1 use their comp2 
know how to ge 
for half an hour 


‘KR 
Boner Yi 
Tap, Bae you're going, to take 
Eieegnone was kind enough to let hit 
Why « zimuth and distance to the target. He didn't even 
We ied send people here like this | wondered, After sitting aroun! f oe 
: yul this thing Up 
Y all move 2 st Wi fou 3 Uf 
ey loved out, I stayed close to him Jur v 
©N further, out, | staye 


ind protractor £0 


wn azimuth, 


aiting for him to 


rock formations and tactically 


bing 
yehind us. The RI's mu 


down b 


ainous terrain elim! uy 


Wet; 
any 
Midi, Ped through the mount 
frocks rolling 


ing a 
6 down steep slopes. With plenty 
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of time to prepare a deliberate 


1 we were fired upon. "Contact right 

through ete close. | could oy Rei fee la 

A a ‘erfuckers!" "Bravo team lay down fire, 'Il take Alpha tg 
en coe. of the squad and took Alpha wath me to Hank: We ran up 
the draw when we were opened up on from the front. "Shit, contact 12 O clock 199 
meters!" This was turning into a teal cluster fuck, the R's had set up an L shaped 
ambush. Somehow they anticipated our route. Lucky shot. "Break to contact, break to 
contact!" We bounded back to Bravo while laying down cover fire while we moved, We 
got back to Bravo, "pick up and move move move!” We bounded our way back down 
the bottom of the hill. 


‘Let's see if they follow us." One of the young Regiment guys said. We moved out 
further when we kicked out a two man recon element to see if they followed us. We 
moved further down and set up an ambush. We got in position and waited for what 
seemed like hours. “Raider main, this is raider 1 come in over, go ahead raider 1." "We 
have eyes on a squad sized element moving towards your position, roger Raider | 


We quickly got a LACE Tepor 


rt, redistri = 
Fe ecistibutedamio and bounded back to the Obiec™ 
P with the Recon element 


Rally Point. Where we me: 


We prepared to return 
i to 
Peline the bridge. Twilight wot!) 
tof our rucksacks. We (0h, 
headed out towards the Pr 
ee 100 meters, Or so to recheck the ai 
me equipped our nods. Which slowe" “’ 


niouts ee Pulled our nods ou 
ers away, an azimuth. We 
After 1000 meters darkness, ae tokping 
Our patrol considerably, potsiva 


| 
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w crawled back to the rest of the squad to teport our findings and to dev 
‘attack. We sent an element to cross the stream to attack from the east side of the 
while another team opened fire from the west side of the bridge to distract the 

s. It worked just like we planned the RI's took the bait and we assaulted 
gh the bridge from the east and took the bridge. We got our LACE report, 
an EPW search, and crept back into the woods. 


elop a 


eal 
| Wewere on patrol until midnight when we finally set up a patrol base. I looked up, a 
“md moon tonight. "Her face caught, by the moon; her eyes come to know the pool.” 
“Agios © Shugara I muttered to myself. At that moment I heard a blood curling yell from 
‘Somewhere out in the woods. It sounded like a man being mauled by an animal. We all 
‘0t up and ran towards the yelling, All we could see was the red light from our head 
ps. We finally found the body, his throat thrashed to bits and he was still gurgling 
®ahis blood. Some unknown fear could be seen in his eyes, before his eyes rolled back 
ito his head. We heard rustling in the bushes around us and a strange metallic 
caused anxiety from the deepest bowels of our souls. We stood eats oon ae 
fzen. We wrapped the unknown person in our poncho and carried him back 10.0 
‘Patrol base. 


a medivac e body was taken off. hat's happening here.” This 
'W P 8 : 
led in a medivac and the body was taken ¢ ites 


thick . It began to ur 
= Boy svelve found mangled to ate aan he tres ck 
= 3 Te pace vvaton Long, had written about rel 
= 2) sages Anto m a ii 
exon on this pane pe ident had managed & eae hough 
: ‘ e bloo swe 
ea fi ethrough a eh Was this such a place? Hi all Seyi 
eerlltary € attentio i 
i rae se ene? s very thought! 
ecb teyes out there in those Wa ad agen conibal, I have PEPER Ds 
Bee leone i Pr mdead Gods on countless oS 
" — Sage none evil. It both enticed me 
re real. This was Fe! 
Haded into darkness. 


lead Gods: 


tracted the 


oe 
and scared the 


tid I dream 1? Not was wis here 
we had to assault a town, cheay y., 
had 45 mins to get prepared and yy, 
dic Mea eetan he t 
we i dake aotaeee the location of the town was 4 Milles 


away. 


tes . We might as well have shuffle 
We began our long agonizing patrol towards the town. é , ed 
te whole Rees the walking dead, Our stinking emaciated bodies moving on. 
foot in front of the other. Our minds unable to cognitively keep an eye out for enemy 
patrols. We closed in on the town. 


There were several large buildings and many smaller buildings of simple constructi 
Mostly cinder blocks, with openings for windows, and wooden doors. We couldn't xe 
anyone in the town. They must have been hiding within the buildings. Most likely had 
snipers set up some feet back from the window openings waiting for us. Probably some 
Kind of trip wires set up as well within the buildings. No sign of the HVT either. 


We moved in to cordon the town, Making sure we caught anyone trying to escape 
making sure the assault element didn't have to worry about rear security. We moved in 
to clear one building ata time. We stacked up outside the first house, number four man 


cleared the door of any booby traps and kicked the door in. We stormed in and opened 

oe Rs = fe room. ae Was hiding behind furniture in the room and toppled 0 
gers over. They began sprawling on 

persicae 6 on the floor of the room. Another Ra 


ked the RI in the back of : 
to clear the next room. The sare the neck. Bravo team came in behind 


another. They must have had RI's in 
muzzle thumped our way through e 


wae! taking off and we cleared one room 


syery toom with self defense suits on. We shot an 
very room. 


. The j ‘ 
house combat. The deafening. sound ie 
agonizing blast from the M4’ ul 
more real. My pupils widened, 


fran up a stairwell and time 
froze, 1 fo 

strange glow emanatin , ound myself alone. ” od wi 

the sounds of self pane a S0¢h TOM, could honey ee hallway darkened 

to the first room on sexual 


‘ar lashings, screaming, ™°* 
ray esreaming, 
sounds ofthe room beat 9 combat Ponr,tnd torment. inched closer ar! 


Mure rifle raised. As I neared the 10°" 
ent. Lentered the doorway to the 


Perhaps bringing 
ay only to see the 


"aaa faces. “Are you alright Hacon?" I stared at the individual for a 
le, must have hit my head." I felt as if I was not looking through my 
anymore. I could feel tendrils slithering behind my eyes, An abysmal 
settling in my solar plexus. "We have to continue mission!" Roger I replied and 
We still need to get that HVT. We maneuvered downstairs and outside where 
d into a diamond formation to hit the next building. Which resembled a large 
made of cinder blocks. We stormed in. A mock beheading wes occurring 
jihadist flag in the background and video camera capturing the whole event. The 
lade a run for it, myself and another ran after him and tackled him ‘o the floor. 
cuffed him, and put a hood over his head. We dragged him out of the building 
out towards the outer cordon. The others behind me had the intel in hand. 
Success. We headed back towards our patrol base. 


shallow grave staring into the nothingness. It was dark now. | listened to the 
the rustling outside our patrol base. I had thoughts racing about my mind, 
that weren't my own. I sat up and took my top off, I got on all fours dressed in 
ts, trousers and gloves. I slid deeper into the woods. My mind racing | see 
"woods, deeper and deeper. Making animalistic noises and cooing ay 
J gazed at the stars, my mouth ajar. i pepe pes a At oe as a 
ling from the vortex. | continued running deeP a er 


suddenly I was stopped. A black mass in front of me- 


ne fay, alongside the various fuveree and aggregate 
accumulate in only a few years time (that is, if one js 
there will rise the opportunity for a degree 
= ion, an opportunity for a profound self-knowing, phat far exceeds that 
ea The ee a often by dint of their mechanical, safe and highly 
scheduled lives (the perimeters of which are often decided upon by others) will not be 
privy to (nor indeed want or desire) the type of fractures in self-consciousness, the 
questioning of one’s own nature and the nature around oneself that will in more cases 

than no be the results of living a hard, exacting and Satanic life where limits - moral and 


otherwise - are broken as a matter of course, rather than being circumstances of relative 
exception. 


Yet where does this questioning move beyond the realm of what is useful, what indeed 
is advantageous to one’s Sinister Quest into realms that become not only 
disadvantageous but in fact a real hindrance toward moving forward? Where does self- 
introspection become a crutch by which one will not only presumably fall into the 
clutches of the occult false-ego but fall furthermore, headfirst, into the sort of illusion 


which often premeditates an abandonment of the Sinister Quest altogether, or worse? 


Such questions, in reality and given the extremely personal and individual nature of the 
Sinister, can only best be answered by oneself. Utilising as it were the sort of brutal sel- 
honesty that is necessary, through one’s own traversing of the Sinister, without which 
ee eerie DeLorean rutting onefeotin front of the other in search 
peepee toe ActelevesUe itssicl extericnce — die cows fact toward 


ill, toward Mas i oR 
existence more Acausal than causal. fery and then eventually towards 3! 


id, there i ee. ; 
whether one is progressing firmin’, Meee Si8NS existent which will point toward 
Seven-Fold Sinister Way, towaeg  ho8 2 detour which may lead, in the case o! 
symptoms are detailed within Ou Shange of course. Certain of the 
Long states: MS “The Deceitful Occult Ego” wherein Ante? 


“Two things are involved jn this proce iA 
ess: the de 
because of the “ntellechalleat felFdelusion, Pa 
acceptance of what otherg say pe Pccull’~ there is too much talk, too much 
Paticulatly about others) without first ha"! 
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sire (mostly unconscious an4 
Ht Of this selfdelusion occu" 


ined i inism has not 
ined in the above-referenced changed all that 


just as liberally, 
- the results of 
in reality. 


of the tendency toward ‘intellectualisation of the occult’ and thus the 
anted) self-importance and consequential self-delusion which derives from the 
comes from, at base, a strong desire to “lean too much into the more sedentary 
[Tuminative aspects of the Way, the more ‘arty’ and studious aspects” [1] while 
ng - wilfully so - in almost all cases - that decidedly brutal aspect of Traditional 
and the Seven-Fold Sinister Way, brutal in regard to both the physical, 
ogical and overall state of the integrated self at whatever juncture, demanding 


many have wilfully ignored the aspects of the ONA corpus which emphasises and 
ands [2] - if one’s Satanism is Satanism in fact [3] rather than gesture only ~ the 
MSS detailing the same in often very explicit and meticulous detail? How san 
Who are apparently bound down, bogged down and ues in ae 
Quest, beset with problems of “personal motivation” or sever’ O° ! 
tial dilemmas’ would be able to entertain such if they were © 

Role? Recuperating from their exacting, ongoing training oe sets 
ly demanding ordeal? Negotiating the logistical details ol a and multiple 
@ Satanic temple and navigating the intrigues, administration 3 

tasks associated with the same? 


re engaged in an 
exceeding a 


extend far beyond these 


ill in fact 

for one Practising, ean and most assuredly will ine sufficient clue-in to both 
e erve as a more than s spects of 
Samples however such should serie cure which 1a, like many OSPIC% 

of the cu 1 to act - to do - 


_ we Of the malady and the nature 
Snal Satanism, quite simple for those wilh Ut 
to exult in profound breaking of bout date of 
ing, i i il. Those W Sa i 

are spoken o! 


5B 


satanic wil 
with the Satanic w t 
of limits and of &! 


nie will to do 


oing beyond 
those things 
1s of W ritten, 


and disseminated over the 
g the Sinister Dialectic of { 


The insights and that specific type of occult self-knowing which Bae pecccd during 
the stage of Neophyte and Initiate and which begins (or shoul Bey once again 
hinging on how vigorously one applies ‘oneself to the necessary tasks) to flower during 
the one’s entrance into Adeptship will give, as stated before, plenty of Opportunity for 
introspection, rumination and the like if - and only if - it is rooted firmly in genuine 
Sinister practise. In fact there will be, which should be apparently for those with a 
cursory familiarity with the stages of the Seven-Fold Sinister Way, more than enough 
time for introspection and retrospection (what to speak of looking toward the future) 

during the Rite of Internal Adept involving as it does living alone, at bare survival 

levels, for three months or more ina rural, isolated wilderness area. 


Prior to that stage, however, one should be very careful not to veer into that ever 
popular “intellectualisation of the occult” which is so prevalent today and perhaps 
more so than ever due to a great degree to technical innovation. With the advent of the 
internet especially, among other fora of easily promulgated thought (the internet 
though by far being the easiest, along with its instant gratification element of on- 
demand reciprocity through the avenue of “group discussions”, etc.) it is so very easy to 
fall into that worship of theory (and faulty theory, in more cases than not) and that ego- 
domination which turns the would-be Sinister adherent into as base and vapid a 
creature as your common Church of Satan or Temple of Set member - albeit with the 
appropriate ONA window-dressing in place, 


ip this regard) perinent excerpt can be included which was taken from 2 privat? 
ee instar Piss an ONA associate and someone interested in the ONA. In this 
Pasiesar tustanice tae qucstioniput to the ONA associate was, quite simply, “What 5 
the ONA to you?” Their answer, as follows: , quite simply, 


“ONA to us partic ‘ep 

Be? ee peesieed ste because it represents a methodology for living @ 
to Adeplship and beyond and with ned a very dark underlying esoteric ain (progressit'S 
the Dark Gods, as example) 88S beyond the personal, such as relat. 


One aspect that was found i 
a impr 
progression through the Seven. ts ete was the emphasis on detailing @ systemat': 


high degree of long-term commitmens ae) os Yea" After year, decal after decile" 


ment i 
and continued, graduated challenges. 
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S about such Concepts as Traditional Satanism, Insight Roles, 


etime, in fact, with perhaps members of the ONA via the internet (well 
m a decade ago) and then, tired Of talk - left the chair, Engaged in an Insight 
joined the military, etc. and then other things - other things which would have 

fo us had it not been for the suggestion to live, as the British would say, on 
end of life.” [4] 


o 


Who are genuinely treading that demanding path, that dark path and that 
Satanic path that is the ONA Way there will, much like expressed above, 
for rumination - of the negative sort. Little time for the tantrums, the 
dilemmas”, the vain-glorious pretension and posturing of those who would 
house upon the sand and then shout their endless string of opinions, theories 
Edown “insights” - sans actual occult insight, actual occult self-knowing - 
e figurative rooftops. 


ready for some real self-knowledge, something really to consider? If you do 
‘Patt of the equation is to, as Anton Long emphasized so adroitly over three 
'ag0 “get off your arse, you suckers, and make Satan proud. Learn to do evil 


You will then realize, as the ONA posited over two decades 80 % one a 

‘the most important part [of Traditional Satanism] is a saline ed se stele 
from having gone to and beyond one’s physical, mental oe ae oe mu 

Ofliving creates this strength of character, and maintains it, and oe soln 

ond, Satanists use life to express in living a new way or ways of ah ia 

d to live at and beyond the limits of existence thus taking evolition | 


Beh 
|in a private ONA discussion forum, October Sth 20136 


rr Teac! the ONA, I Volumes FL et: 2 
, Hostia 
Inner Teachings of 
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3) “that the mysterious secret of Satan is the simple heretical, japing, ang 
confrontational reality of being or becoming a satan.” - The Geryne of Satan, Anton Long, 
122YF 


“In essence, the sinister dialectic is Satanism and Satanists in action - it is Satanists 
playing at god: altering themselves, others, societies, civilization and evolution itself 
This is the purpose, and the justification of sinister strategy.” - The Sinister Dialectic, 
Anton Long, 1992eh 

4) Private correspondence, October 1st 2013eh 


5.) Hell, Anton Long, 1981eh 


6.) The Quintessence of Satanism, Anton Long, 1992eh (emphasis mine) 
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lia Mythologica Orientalis — July 1970 
NOTES ON ATAZHOT 


(AT-TAGHUT, ATAZOT, & gh 


Islamic Arabian deity understood toa supr 


eme or cosmic spirit, which generates 
gods and goddesses, including, Allat/Ereskigal, Dagon, 


sidered to be inimical, Alazhot may be the Arabian equivalent of Su 
Grammatically, 


and Zaggania. 
merian Apsu or 


(Atazhot} carries the general meaning of "to go beyond limits, a 


one who is oppressive, an intruder or intrusion, etc.” 


'[e-g. 4:51, 4:60, 4:76] refers to Atazhot in several verses as a hostil 


le and powerful force 
with Shaitan; ironically, 


heterodox Sufi groups in Egypt and the North Africa later 

d Alazhot with Allah. In earlier translations of the Quran, Atazhot tends to be translated 
as ‘Satan’ or ‘heathen religion’, whereas it is now understood to be a proper name. 

form “Arawazhit” is used as a patronymic to refer to pre-Islamic Arabian deities like 

and Zagganfia], all understood as the children of the deity. The term was later 
fo Shaitan, alternately used to any supernatural power opposed to that of Islam. 


may be understood as the cosmic expansion of Shaitan; conversely, Shaitan may be 
‘the earthly representation of Atazhoth, as Gilgamesh is an earthly representation of 


Of Atazhol, largely similar to that of the Ka‘ba, was made up of worshipping stones, 
ly Sacrifices and ritual processions (Ibn Hisham, Sira, 54-5). In origin, it must have had in 
complementary divine mythologies, given shape in different rituals, whose fen 
Iwo rituals, that of the hadjdj. on one hand and that of the ‘umra on the other, makes these 
incomprehensible through their composite and fragmentary character. 


luch of what is identified today as “Islam” is really the remnants of an carlet a 
veneration of the cosmic spirit Atazhal which was tucderstood ito be ay an ini oe 
breaker of customs, (c) connected with Shaitan or (d) the origin of ae ee 
nd master. Such {Islamic rituals as the blood sacrifices, pilgrimay Fats moet 
tion of the Kaaba, and the Kaaba itself, are all remnants of the mea Sree, 
Alazhot was, similar to the function of the Shaitan, iecent that ee ane 
‘be an earth-bound spirit, where Atizlol was entirely alien to Earth \ 

“Mot terrestrial, forces. 
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A wzhol it is more likely that 

ed being (Allah) from Alazhot. ‘Thus on the one hand, 

| condemns ‘Atazhot as supreme pagan deily, but on the other hand, it ig 

‘that Atachot was understood to be the secret 100" name of God, contained within 

‘the Quran yet concealed, and understood only to those few mystics who might realize thatthe 

apparent duality was simply an illusion, The confusion in the Quranic text may be, as in other 
places, deliberate. 


The Atazhot Verses in the Quran: 


"Do you not see how those given a share of the Scripture, now believe in Atazhot (2 Us)? 
‘They say of the disbelievers, ‘They are more rightly guided than the believers." — Qur'an 4:51 


"Do you [Prophet] not see those who claim to believe in what has been sent down to you, and in 
what was sent down before you, yet still want to turn to Atazhot (© ¢tb!!) for judgement, 
although they have been ordered to reject them? Satan wants to lead them far astray." — 
Quran, Sura 4: 60 


“The believers kill for God's cause, while those pagans kill for Atazhot (sh!) Fight the allies 
of Shaitan: Shaitan's strategies are truly weak." —Qur'an, Sura 4: 76 


"There is no compulsion in religion: true guidance has become distinct from error, so whoever 
rejects Atazhot (1b!) and believes in God has grasped the firmest hand-hold, one that will 
never break. God is all hearing, all knowing." — Qur'an, Sura 2: 256 
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_ “Bend over now, Christie!” 


The girl whimpered as Elliot rapped the 
large wooden paddle, riddled with holes 
that he had drilled earlier in the day in 
his personal workshop, against the palm 
of his left-hand. 


His daughter’s small frame slowly 
doubled at the waist as she bent forward, 
teaching her hands toward the other side 
of the desk and grasping the curvature of 
the furniture’s ledge, barely reaching. 


Elliot lifted the crisp, thick fabric of her 
school-issued uniform skirt up and over, 
tucking the sides beneath her firm 
stomach before pulling her panties down 
to the level of mid-thigh and kicking her 
legs slightly apart with one booted foot. 


The tears began to fall in earnest now as 
Elliot began to lecture her - the sign that 
her paddling was now imminent and 
that no quarter would be given, at least 
not on this hazy summer afternoon in 
mid-July as her mother worked on 
supper on the ground-level floor of the 
house that had been her home since she 
could remember. 


“\ have given you more than one chance 
to do the needful young lady, more than 
one chance to apply yourself to your 
studies as you should haye done...” 
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FLIGHT OF THE MONARCH 
PORCELEIN FACE PROGRAMMING 1 


“Without...” 


(smack) 

“any...” 

(smack) 

“need...” 

(smack) 

“for me.” 

(smack) 

“to remind you!” 

(smack) 

(smack) 

(smack) 
Christie's backside was now crimson and 
would already be bruising by the time 
she made her way up to her room, 
through the long dark hallway on the 
left-side of her father’s study and up the 
small, winding staircase that led to the 
miniscule towe e room that was a 
peculiar feature in some of the grand, 


older homes in her traditionally affluent 
neighbourhood. 


Elliot allowed her to stand and with a 


panties still down, requiring that she 
stand in her humiliation and shame as 
the latter more passive, but still 
psychologically bruising, part of her 
punishment. 


Christie’s sobbing had tapered off, her 
face red and wet, but Elliot took a firm 
8rip on one of her buttocks and painfully 
pinched, witha threat harshly whispered 
in her ear that she silence herself before 
he returned to his desk, placing the 
Paddle inside the bottom drawer of the 
adjutant file-cabinet and locking it. 


He began wrapping the thin leather strap 
of his shel yad around the forefinger of his 
left hand and then up around his arm, 
intoning the appropriate chants softly as 
he did so. That accomplished, he draped 
the shel rosh over his bald head, 
uncovered with the exception of his 


Wore at all times oy, 


With the black leathern box of his 
tefillin pointing upward 
approximate direction of his day, 
eae bedroom he began to Pies 
nightly prayers from memory, his heavy. 
lidded eyes lazily gazing of the contours 
of his daughters half-naked Visage in the 
corner as he did so: 


“His mouth is only a slit which never smiles, 
From his mouth emanates only hate because 
he hates you, he wants to discipline you, he 
wants to punish you, he wants to push you 
over the brink so that you fall - like chaff - into 
the blaze of the abyss, the blaze of subversion, 
the blaze of the clandestine, the blaze of 
torture, the blaze of discipline.” 


Pronounced in Hebrew the invocation 
sounded very different from the English 
rendering that has been presented here - 
yet - the implications are clear, The ae 
word of his prayer felt like honey ee 
exited the pursed lips of his mouth - 77" 
> an instruction, a reproot, a warning, 
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Courtesy of Wikimedia Commons 


wooded v 
through the venetian blinds of their 
kitchen as Elliot, his wife and Christie sat 


down to their evening meal. 


A very rare, bloody brisket sat with 
carving knife on a large wooden cutting 
board along with several traditional 
sides in ceramic bowls that had been in 
the family for several generations. 


Avigail moved around the table with the 
domestic skill of a wife and mother who 
had consistently and successfully 
administered this part of the evening 
routine more times than she could 
account for, reciting the appropriate 
‘brachah rishonah for each dish and then 
the beverages - a glass of chiraz for her 
and her husband - a tumbler of milk for 


with little 
and each at their own usual 


* performance 
enthusiastic this 
being a bit too rare 


for her liking and other ancillary 
circumstances taken into account, 
Christie’s face was still puffy, red anq 
wet from her earlier experiences in ho, 
father’s study which had left her sit ing 
somewhat uncomfortably on the 
unyielding wooden chairs set about thei; 
large kitchen table. 


Elliot scowled across at her between bites 
of his brisket with implied threat and 
Avigail smirked at both of them. Such a 
cute reciprocation between the two, she 
thought to herself, so appropriate. 


She, Avigail, was born Jewish - her 
daughter, Jewish by blood through being 
Passed down through maternal linea: 
and Elliot, a convert - though, so rabidly 
did he subscribe to the religion that no 
one would be the wiser, even though sie 
always thought that his sea-green ¢Y°* 
gave him away dead-on. But s 
feserved that private bemusement !°' 
herself and herself alone - she would & 
the last one to damper the enthusias™ 
her mate for Judaica or any other of th" 

shared identifications and procliviti®® 

whether public or private. 


The dinner finished quietly ~ much" 
had begun, 


i 
Avigail cleaned the place settings 


o the kitchen, while Elliot 


tle of wine and his glass in 

ating both on a small ottoman 
his side of the couch before 
"putting on one of his wife’s parents old 
records on the turntable, the scratchy 
sound of which echoed into the other 
room where his wife and daughter 
labored. 


Left-overs stowed and dishes in the sink, 
Christie moved dutifully toward the 
Kitchen counter before her mother 
stopped her - a light hand upon her 
upper arm - and a quick negative 
Swishing of the head back and forth. 


“Not tonight, dear. Save yourself for 
later.” 


Christie nodded slowly but emphatically 
and her mother smiled before cupping 
one small cheek in her hand to induce 
firm eye-contact. 


“Up to bed for now, yes?” 


Christie sniffled and then nodded more 
emphatically before turning and 
proceeding slowly, methodically, out of 
the kitchen and up the stairs to the 
second floor then down the dark 
hallway, past her father’s study and then 
up once more, upon that treacherous, 
swirling stairwell that led to her tower, 
her turret, her room. 


Avigail watched her go the first part of 
the way, before her daugher disappeared 


10 


FALSE PROPHET - NOVEMBER 2015 


in the darkened corridor of the second 
floor. 


As she did so, Avigail slowly rubbed the 
plastic casing of the amulet set against 
her breast, her fingers placed through the 
opening of her blouse, in synch with the 
swishing of her daughter's skirt as her 
only child made her way upward. Up, 
toward a familiar setting, certainly, but 
toward a moment of breakthrough, 
perhaps unbeknowst to Christie, but 
meticulously planned by Avigail and 
with the collusion of Elliot - her willing 
accomplice - for the many years past 
since their daughters birth. 


Avigail turned back toward the kitchen 
and her gaze through the sifted glow 
betwixt the openings of the venetian 
blinds now indicating twilight 
careening toward night good and 
proper. With a thin, muscled arm she 
pulled the drawstring opening the 
window - outside, a fingernail moon 
hung in the sky with a certain deadness 
that Avigail somehow found endearing. 


Before long the night wandered on and 
so as custom and routine dictated the 
lights on the lower level of their house 
began to go off one by one as mother and 
father made their way upstairs. Avigail 
to her bedroom to read the book that set 
upon her bedstand for forty-five minutes 
to an hour but no later, Elliot to his office 
on the second floor for at least double 
that amount of time, 


It was later then, Avigail curled up 


her Uncle Shraga had sent 
: ial from Bet Ayin. And indeed, 
Christie never slept during these sort of 
nights, when the dead fingernail moon 
hung limply in the sky and her mother 
left the meat raw on her plate as a sign, a 
warning. 


Elliot crept up the twisting stairs quietly, 
as silence'as he could be but Christie still 
heard him coming. This was Part of the 
game and she always won this part, 
although her father didn’t know it. The 
places where the cast-iron of the stairwell 
Screwed into the ballast beneath the step 
‘that led to the little door always made a 
scratching sound and when Elliot 
stepped through the little door the 


rot 


Elliot crouched and slid out a jeatho, 
doctor's satchel from underneath 
Christie's bed and removed a small meta) 
bar from inside its depths which wa: 
always cold to the touch. Obediently ang 
according to routine, Christie drew. up 
her legs, bending them at the knees as her 
father slowly slid the metal bar between 
them, gently tapping from side to sides) 
that she would splay them further apart. 


After this was done, Elliot placed the bar 
against her genitals and as he moved the 
cold metal against her pubis her labia 
began to splay open. This and the fact 
that her window was open, letting ina 
frigid breeze, as per the time and seas” 

made her shiver. Her father left the bar? 
place, Pinioning the base against the 5°" 
bed and Srasping his daughter's cal\" 
raising her feet slightly off the bed 
Keeping her bent at the knees. He «® 
her legs out and then in and agai e 
ut and in again slowly at first but 8" 

an incremental increasing speed 


: jliot 
AS Christie's legs began to Hap, an 
began to emphatically state Ch" 


at 
eollogt 


command prompt, in wuld 
language, in a way that she © 
understand, 


y it! 
“Look, Christie, took! You are Craay 

f 
You area Monarch! You are besit!™ 


rapidity of the opening and closing 
her legs began to blur in Christie's 
vision and Elliot broke out in a cold 
‘sweat and began to involuntarily salivate 
as he witnessed his daughter's eyes roll 
back into her head, showing only the 
whites thereof. 


Her body began to shake internally, ona 
cellular level exploding outwards as the 
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motion of her legs began to move of their 
own volition - Elliot releasing his grasp 
and backing away from the bed as if he 
had touched a hot stovetop. 


From the foundations of the house a 
profound groaning began, then a sharp 
Squeeling as the structure began to sway 
and shake. A blue filament of light burst 
from betwixt Christie’s eyes as her naked 
body pulsated with a glow of similar hue 
as the monarch, at long last, took flight. 


Seaten Slacf Rnd S{ue 


f 


GULAG is a particularly singular 
in’ that it presents - per the 
description of your inaugural release - “ 
liberal samples of actual correctional 
punishments, abuse and forced worship 
recorded within the TOB’s Black Lodge 
Discipline Center.” It is understood toa 
certain extent that what is conventionally 
termed BDSM - within an “accepted” sexual 
connotation at least - relies on a safety-net for 
the benefit and security concerns of those on 
the receiving end - though, in the legal sense 
for most countries, itis still in a grey area due 
fo the fact that there can be no such thing as 
“consensual” violence according to the law. 
That being said, according to information 
provided in an ancillary fashion concerning 
the circumstances surrounding the samples 
utilized in GULAG, there can be and is a 
definitive bridge between “consensual” and 
in the sense of a certain subculture, 
“recreational” induced punishment and 
something far more nefarious - i.e. legitimate 
trauma-based programming, leveraging of 
sexual proclivities for ulterior purposes 
known only to the operator, military-style 
interrogation enacted without state sanction 
for unknown purposes, etc. What role do 
these lines of demarcation play within the 
Black Lodge Discipline Center and what 
prompted the unveiling of certain of these 
practices - to a degree ~ through the public 
release of the GULAG material? 


COMMISSAR NSK: The varying lines 
of separation between consensual and 


forced play large roles in actuality, but 
ultimately meet and conjoin when 
applied under correct Procession of 
increasing pressure and manipulation. 
The lines of demarcation can become 
grey. 


Gulag is a vulgar display in a 
presentational format of some of the 
perverse Vampiric practices held within 
BLDC. BDSM, specifically Master/Slave 
scenario is an excellent and supple guise 
to operate under for certain forms of 
Vampiric feeding. A slave either offers 
themselves via consensus or via force up 
to their Master as if on a silver platter. 
Just as food to be eaten., 


When considering consensual slavery, 
the basic ideal of SLAVERY must be kept 
in mind. A consensual slave may be 
forced into obedience via manipulation 
of the very fact that it began as more 
consensual than otherwise. They want to 
be in that position of hav ing no control or 
say in their life. They want to live under 
the fear of repercussions of disobedience: 
that being abuse and bondage of 
different degrees and forms. Physical, 
mental, psychical, emotional, financial, 
ete, All of which are forms from which 
the Noctulian may feed from this 
particular vein. 


In proceeding, the slave may then begin 
SLAVE TRAINING, This is a process of 


MP: Through certain of the samples utilized 


‘in the album as well as information privy to 


‘the interviewer we understand that a wide 


range of punitive implements are at your 
disposal at BLDC as the presiding 
rezidentura - as well as ambitious and diverse 
techniques, some taking a nod from the work 
of one of your stated inspirations and fellow 
countryman, being specifically the historic 
work of Dr. Ewan Cameron at 
Ravenscrag/Allan Memorial Institute. Can 
you describe some of the punititive 
implements favored by you as Commissar 
‘and some of the scenarios in which they are 
employed? 


COMMISSAR NSk: Indeed you are 
Correct in your assertion. Much like the 
cenobites, we also have our instruments 
of pain for the ecstasies of the flesh... 
Some of which have been named 
Bee but not limited to; Abatu: a 
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employed here ,, 
ty deprivation and tay, 
plications of psychic driving, (a soy 
‘out to Dr, Ewen Cameron, whom Was 
quite adept at psychological tampering 
and “Mind -Cleansing”. Leaving many 
victims, who had been emptied of th, 
thoughts, dreams and minds, [n place 
creating mindless drones to be refiljes 
with whatever he may have seen fit, The 
most excellent science of Psycho-politics 
Dr. Cameron was our own Canadian 
scientist, employed by the American 
Central Intelligence Agency to & 
research for MKULTRA via experimen's 
on the human subjects’ psyche's using 
nefarious methods of brainwash ani 
Social engineering tactics. H 
encourage a thorough study of his 
and awful works.) Others include but ar’ 
again not limited to; humiliation, force! 
Worship of certain Dark Gods amis 
forced chanting. Chained in sis 
Positions then forced to genuinely 
Rursery rhymes and children songs ©’ 
certain tone. If suspected of not bei" 


Benuine enough with singing a 


“sample, beatings will go on until 
slave has met requirements. Chaine’ 
Tusty old metal cot wearing slave 
and beaten repeatedly, som 
accompanied with small ele g 
Pulses. Mutilation with knives". 
blades and red hot fire poker... that" 
# fun night that slave will remem®*" " 
the rest of her life Ha! 


the! 
Water-boarding is a real treat als? 


co! 
seve 
decs 
glor 
flesh 
treac 
since 
high 
the hi 
comp 
recon 
thatw 
which 
pain, 
indulg 
such a 
surrens 
and ¢ 
empath 
in conjt 


d lood, nothing outside the 
Blood, nothing against the Blood. 


MP: BLDC and the trajectory of GULAG is 
inherently related to the mothership - TOB - 
which is an American institution by its 
founding, but which you have counted 
yourself as a core member for many years. 
How have you, as chief operator of BLDC, 
‘been able to observe - and what would 
constitute some of the novel peregrinations of 
-and development of TOB - there - initially 
and through the years - as the first proponent 
of the same on Canadian soil? How has the 
mission been emphasized? 


COMMISSAR NSK: In the coming 
several months it will be dawning on a 
decade since first commune with our 
glorious Blood Family. In this time, our 
fleshly vehicle has experienced the most 
treacherous and extreme experiences 
since its conception. Being propelled at 
high velocity into the darkest regions of 
the human psyche and real-world evil. A 
complete breakdown, splintering, and 
reconstruction on a molecular level of 
that which was our human vehicle to that 
which now inhabits the host. Trauma, 
pain, torture, personal loss, isolation, 
indulgence of fear and destroying limits 
such as moral and subservience to law, 
Surrender to depravity and perversion, 
and displacement of sympathy or 
empathy for “thy neighbour”. All of such 
in conjunction with religious fanaticism 


of the blood ( FOR THE FAMILY, BY 
THE FAMILY ) have been absolutely 
pivotal and necessary for our appearance 
day to take place, enabling the Black 
Lodge Discipline Center to take form as 
an active physical nexion to the 
vibrations of the Dark One.... 


As an example, our locale is no stranger 
to extremist politics, cult formations or 
clandestine groups/organizations of the 
underworld. BLDC has been a 
powerhouse of dark energy, radiating 
and affecting its surroundings via 
Person, place and thing since its 
establishment. Have been witness to 
some literally going mentally insane 
after coming in contact with our locale, 
sometimes resulting in their extended 
visit to the psyche ward. Others that have 
transgressed against us 
mysteriously found themselves in 
serious harms way. Others who visited 
and left not alone with numerous 
returned reports of shadows and dark 
forces disrupting their lives at home and 
outward. Sleep-paralysis and continual 
feelings of oppressive fear and 
domination over them by unseen 
entities... the kind that make your 
stomach drop when interacted with... 
Others furthermore, have 
themselves chained naked in stress 
positions singing, nursery rhymes while 
simultaneously getting physically beaten 
with various perverse accruements, 
These are just some examples of how 
BLDC has added to our Tempel history 
operating on Canadian soil, For all others 
who may be treading the same soil, we 


have 


found 


I outside of the clandestine 
“organization proper - who subscribe even in 


is encouraged till no on; 
in conjunction wit}, an 
training applications, imposas 
as well as yourself. fo, 
ple; psychic driving, sensor, 
deprivation, self-chastisement, devotion. 
nal acts of mutilation, any and all acts o/ 
illicit extreme sexual perversions and 
moral depravities, ie. Master/Slave 
domination and sado-masochism, se 
criticism sheets, etc. (See and siudy 
MKULTRA programming techniques 
We suggest the —_ following 
BRAINWASH : The Secret History o! 
Mind Control by Dominic Streattield): 


AS a message to those outside 
clandestine organization who may t!® 
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On multiple consecutive nights during Summer 2014, a OB center representatiy, . 
recently minted TOB Czar engaged in channeling exercises involving a black. 
mirror, dual self-flagellation always over thi 
heavy leather belts and a multip! : ; 
bloodshed utilizing combat knives involving cranial stabbing at a staging are 
across from the Cheyenne Mountain Complex. 


During confrontation with the undead entities who were drawn to the site of this 
it was indicated that forwarding the Iron Age in the immediate by Agents of Ch. 
be accomplished by exploitation of those most vulnerable in society - said trans 
indicated as written in blood as per exhibit below. 


ree-hundred and thirty-three Jasj,,. ° "8 
Je-chain discipline respectively; culminating jn } 


traininy 


After y 
someth 
clerk, el 
reading 
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RESERVES INFANTRY TRAINING 
MARTIAL VAMPIRISM 


I remember I made my decision to join the military the last week of final exams durir 


my time at university. It would be another semester failed, and perhaps yet again : 


year behind in terms of graduating. Deciding then that if | had to drop out Iw 


be stuck at the various sort of dead end jobs I witnessed my peers work 


being 


naturally inclined towards homicide I choose the infantry. Originally, I signed on as full- 


time military service the “Reg Force” in my country(“active duty in American parlance) 


due to a failed romance | ended up as a reservist. And herein lies my recollection of my 


training dus far having finally achieved fully qualified Infantryman status 


After you are enlisted as everyone knows you start basic training, basic training is 
something that all military members must yo through be they cook, engineer, medic 
clerk, ete. Basic training was a rather intense introduction to military life. I remember 
reading off the last four of my rifle many times and then our group doing that number of 


push ups, leg raises, etc. Whilst it was challenging at first as a civilian overall | made it 
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futility of course as at some point that plane 
troops from my home unit to train as yo 
| started making friends with each other. 


base to get our keys. We unpacked our 
sort of briefing you expect before any mili: 
ass is ours now, so don't fuck up. Ours 


0610: formed up for breakfast show 
tentlines, 0710: inspection of our locker, ro 


Was either a ruck sack march for 
» planks, leg lifts, chin ups, etc) 


lass on machine guns and 


Igo 
the 

SOXL 
our, 
clear 
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re times that day and the next. I did however quickly learn to 
prove to move with max speed and aggression on Weapons drill. Eventually, | became 
well trained upon the LMG and the Master Corporal told us we improved and he 
very happy with our improvement. We moved on to the heavy machine gun which 
was basically the same drills except it was a bigger gun. 


After doing all the dry runs with the machine guns, the next step is to fire them off on a 
live range. Our section was always first, Overall the range seemed to be doing good, I 
wasn't really getting beasted like before and I seemed pretty capable with the weapon. 
The first night there we set up our “hootches”, basically small tarps hung up to form a 
tent ora lean-to and we put all our of gear in there and slept in our sleeping bags in them. 
They were knee high so you had to crawl inside to sleep. If you built it properly you 
wouldn't wake up in a puddle if it rained. 


People started to lose kit the next day and that’s where things started to go downhill. We 
ran up asteep hill and then was told to leopard crawl up another then did a few leg raises, 
It went well enough. We were told to check our kit, me being naive and not really one to 
misplace things did not check mine. I lost a firing attachment for my rifle I realized when 
I got back. I tried to look for it with another troop but we did not find it. That night I had 
the most horrific nightmare about a world filled with homicidal children and violent 
sexual women resembling horrific demons. The next day we had to go look for it with 
our section Sargeant but as we found it we did not get into too much trouble, We had to 
clean up the range and the troops forget to pick up all the rounds. So whence more we 
had to leopard crawl and do planks. 


The next live range we had to do was the heavy machine gun. It was a very heavy weapon 
with a lot of kick. Stupidly I didn't fire very accurately. The 2LT screamed at us that it 
was the worse goddamned shooting he had ever seen in his life. And our Master Corporal 
chewed us out, The range after that was the service rifle. We had another test to perform 
that requires more accuracy than the rifle test during basic, That night we shot with night 
vision goggles. Before we left we did ten celebratory push ups. We got back to garrision 


and we had completed the first half of our infantry training. 


The first part of this next Part would be to rappel from 
was the break man a minor accident occur 


a tower. Unfortunately w 
Tesulting in a safety infraction. Ou: 
by the 2 the next day. From now 0 


ours 
; coe 
“Everyone pack up your shit except Stevens” it 
well 
The Master Corporal would come to our locker sxamine our colt, pick up our rifle. | i = 
it apart and inspect it Mes 
We di 
“Carbon! That's a fail” 
He would take the ri ti 
as well, it would po she and throw it, He'g “xamine my bayonet it was al?" Thess 
my cot and then rip Ae : tf the floor in front of me Or out of the door. Finally #*" alter w 
out SANPE OU of my tHREb eS: The course was hell from qualitfie 
to full-t 
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It was a few weeks of classroom lectures on tactics and then finally we went to the field 
The first portion was a defensive operation was we dug trenches and slept outside. I 


carried the radio and water cans the whole time. It eamed the respect of my superiors for 


the time being. I also had perfect exam scores on the tests the week prior concerni 


infantry tactics. Unfortunately, a few of the other recruits were not as lucky and the whole 
course got COCKed as they aka the 


COCK. It was primarily leopard crawling in full fighting order, tac vest, frag vest, etc. As 


That is to mean “correction of combat knowledge 


well as the gas mask. As well as burpees and other exercises. We had a short break then 
it was the beginning of the offensive field portion. Whilst we were all sleep deprived and 
walked many miles carrying out kit, ruck sack, rifle, ete we all pulled through somehow 


We did many platoon attacks, section attacks and ambushes. 


The last week was some admin ie paperwork and a small graduation ceremony. The day 
after we got our end reports. Despite it all I passed and eared the title of being a fully 
qualified infantryman. The next step in my military career personally is now to transfer 


en to myself 1 can make 


to full-time service haying pro’ t part-time at least. 
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TRAUMA PROGRAMMING 
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DRILL SGT GREY 
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ORDEA 


Huge, thick rivulets of deep crimson, blood, elixir, dripped down the pointed chin of the 
alien's almond-shaped face — from a thin, slitted mouth, behind which only small, sharp 
and predatory fangs could be seen 


Atop his head was perched a curious item, a broad-brimmed felt hat, possessed of ah 


crown, pinched symmetrically at the four corners. On the center front of this hat was 


emblazoned the numerals three-three-three which appeared black, yet thick and 


pulsating, as if the numbers themselves had been imprinted onto the accouterment with 


blood, obtained via some foul, evil and torturous practice and — no doubt — culled from 


perhaps, the most innocent of victims. 


nul of one’s 

base preliminary. A killing of all human 
aspects as the invitation for the Undead. 
Gods through the auspices of the 
backwards darkness of the Abyss to 
enter into, possess and take hold of one's 
physical body (including the mind) after 
which the living flesh is no longer living 
but undead. 


An undead mind, an undead flesh. This 
is the zenith point desired by those who 
undertake the harsh alchemical 
Process - leading toward a state so 
horrid, so bleak that the perception of the 
‘one taking the first brutal steps onto the 
path can only intuit from a distance, 


sed moral limits. A black vam 
amoral and spits upon moral fim, 


self-proclaimed “Satanists” of wha 
stripe, who are simply the 
majority presenting themselyes 


minor threat - all under the banner 


whatever LHP cosmetic “current” th: 
choose. 


A vampiric is anarchic and frenzied 
their pursuit of doing evil - and # 


committing and living on an ongoi 
basis “real-world evil.” 


Do you think that the entities who 
beyond the black gates of the Abyss" 
interested in coddling the i" 
“adherent of a current’ - the blac 
but White-souled pretender" 
clamours for evil (with “certain lim 
Of course) while slavishly adheri" 
et = on the most base level - 
Middle-class value that they he’ 
cated to hold since birth? 


pore transfiguration in 
YaMPitic condition does not co" 


“and “sinistersolidarity” is for 5" 


1a 
Rs aul 
# Preliminary of a complete ove" 


including those of the vast Majority of 


Tha 
dea: 
bur, 
thor 
bei 
with 


Can 
who 
your 
cons 
non- 
repre 
consi 
trem! 
have 
unde 


Do 


veritable lifeblood of vampiric 
transformation. That which is most 
disturbing to one should be enacted. 
That which one holds as beloved and 
dear should become an object of the 
burgeoning vampire’s sadism - not in 
thought, but in reality. Innocence should 
be trampled - without exceptions and 
with unbridled fanaticism. 


Can you name a notorious criminal 
whose actions and atrocities transgress 
your own moral boundaries even by 
considering them, whose deeds are so 
non-negotiably perverse and 
reprehensible that even the 
consideration of them causes you to 
tremble in moral turpitude? If so, you 
have failed in your pursuance of the 
undead state, 


Do the activities of ISIS, the US 


Government or the Israeli state cause you 
discomfort to the point that you will 
engage in endless internal circular 
arguments to justify that “your click”, 
your “cosmetic LHP current” are the 
“real deal” and that those who cause 
actual terror and cause actual bloodshed 
are somehow pawns of the “Magian” or 
“Demiurge” or (insert “occult” catch 
Phrase of choice)? If so, then you have 
failed in your pursuance of the undead 
State, 


The Undead Gods themselves are 
indifferent to such human transgressions 
~ for they themselves have so much more 
pointed transgressions in store for those 
who seek them. But you yourself must 
not be indifferent - you must embrace 
that which is most horrifying in this 
world so as to taste that which is to come, 
Discipline yourselves with black amoral 

discipline of your own engineering and 

method of execution and this will lead to 
the Undead Gods themselves 

disciplining you - and - from there - a 

dangerous game of “one upmanship” 

will ensue which will place your feet 

firmly upon the charnel grounds of their 

hideous kind. 
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DREA! 


I wake 


often different, but there 
common thread between 


human, it is some kind of disguise to 
“cover my inhumanity. 


DREAM #1 


T wake up in a dark place, as if from a 
very deep sleep. My body feels very 
‘weak and tender, as though I've just 
gotten through a bad sickness. My head 
feels dizzy, and though it doesn’t hurt, 1 
feel confused about where I am, and I 
cannot remember my own name or face. 
All around me is this green jelly-like 
substance, though which I can dimly see 
light ahead, and when I reach out my 
arms around me, my hands brush up 
Against smooth walls, hard and metallic. 
Tt feels like I'm in a small space, like I’ve 
been resting upright in some kind of 
crevice or hollow ina cavern. The fluid 
is all around me, submerging me 
entirely, and it feels warm and 
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comfortable, Oddly, I don’t seem to have 
any need for air. When I try to move 
forward, I find that the crevice is sealed 
by some kind of hard amber shell. I don’t 
want to stay in this place, and so I push 
harder, but the amber shell won't break. 
My body feel sluggish, as though my 
heart is beating very slowly, and the 
thick green slime around me makes it 
hard to move, but I begin to struggle 
inside the slippery metallic prison. My 
hands tighten into fists, and I begin to 
pound the greenish amber wall. It looks 
so thick that I don’t think I will be able to 
break it, but my body seems to possess 
greater strength than I can remember — 
my fists hammer and hammer, and the 
greenish walls begins to crack and break, 
like resin under too much strain. Then 
the amber and 1 
outwards as the slime around me pours 
out of the prison, spilling out into the 
space ahead. Fatigue takes me again, 
and I stumble out through the broken 
amber and greenish waste that no longer 
contains me. As my lungs fill with air, 1 
realize that the greenish slime has a 
strange scent, aS though it was some sort 
of amniotic fluid with a hint of coppery 
reptilian musk. Lam glad to be free, but 
suddenly miss the soothing nature of the 
fluid which held me so comfortably, 


shatters, stagger 


can see other greenish resin cavities, but 
they are dark and Icannot see if there are 
other people within. The corridor seems 
to vibrate very gently, and there is a 
curious sensation as though the structure 
itself is alive. There is light in the 
corridor, and though it is not bright, it 
stings my eyes. I cannot tell where the 
light is coming from, but it is cool and 


e kind of arMore 
Ay neck is Covered With 
my face and head are th. 
aren't covered by th, 
rt, and at first my face 
young human male, but very Pak 
Then as I lean closer to the mirror, | On 


looks 


see that there is nothing human a: 3) wi 
about the creature in the mirror. The fac. = 
indeed does appear to have a kind 9/ = 
corpse-white skin, but what I had ie 
thought to be short hair turns out to be e. 
instead yery short spines or aa 
which curve backwards very gently ie 
When my lips puil back in a grimace, | ee) 
see that my mouth is filled with man) al 
fine, sharp teeth, like a shark or similor injt 
Predator. The membranes around ™) am 
lips and eyes are blackish-blue, and ») like 
®yes are shaped like those of a gi! dru 
snake. More shocking is the revelatio’ the 
that the scales are not some kind of arm! bale 
Fee actual body, As my mind reels" witl 
discovery, another wave of fat's Bie: 
takes me, and | Stumble against the “" hare 
SUREAMY ands reach out to st ody 
PIE Tsee that my fingers end in” , 
claws, Looking down, | see” ea, 

MY legs likewise end in clawed othe 
{oins appear to be protected bY toer 
SArapace that protec’s mow 

Shest, and though 1 can Yaspi 


i 
SEX Organs, I feel somehow Es 
Male of whatever species 1 haPF 


my balance, I become 

lings. First, my body tells 
‘indeed it is exhausted from 
state of hibernation I had 
from, nevertheless it has 
le strength. 1 feel - maybe I 
(2) = that my bare hands have 
strength to crush diamonds into 
“Power, and that this body could 
withstand tremendous forces without 
Second, my mind tells me that I 
am not alone, and that there are others 
like me within the structure. So like a 
drunk, I begin to move clumsily along 
‘the corridor. I need to use my hands for 
balance, and my feet are still slippery 
the greenish fluid that still clings to 
Me. The slippery metallic walls feel very 

d, supernaturally so, and | am certain 
that they are made through very great 
“Seience or art which | do not understand. 
Towards the end of the corridor, My 
Instineis assure me that 1 am nearing 
Sthers of my kind. The corridor appes'® 
{end in a round metallic disk, but a | 
Move towards it, it slides aside with @ 


Tasping hiss. 


combination of organic growth and 
metallic alloy. The room is lit by the 
same cool bluish light, and there is a long 
metallic table in the middle of the room. 
Strange, metallic chairs rise out of the 
floor, as though they are part of the 
structure (and not pieces of furniture), 
and I can see that six figures are bent over 
the table. Relief washes over me as my 
instincts flood my mind with a gentle, 
soothing sensation- I know these people, 
though I cannot remember them. They 
have not yet heard me, as they are busy 
tearing and chewing and feeding on 
something on the table before them. As I 
begin to move towards them, another 
wave of extreme fatigue takes me. My 
eyes blur, and my legs are too weak to 
bear my weight — I stagger and begin to 
fall. Somehow I manage to catch myself 
before | hit the ground, but the impact 
makes an audible noise in that strange 
room. The six figures turn with amazing 
speed, and I see that they look like me ~ 
four are male, and two have the lithe 


jes. As 


figures of female of whatever sp 
I stumble, 
knees, 1 car 
insist on this) surrounding me, and I feel 
lawed hands gently lifting me, helping 
chairs. In this world, 


. feverishly, onto my hands and 
feel my pack (my instinets 


me into one of the 


_and everyone laug 
00d natured way. \, 


before, and we will do it again wher sin, 
anew Indra. But you don’t ever re 
how to handle a spear, so take it easy ay x 


T was insulted (strangely), and insise: 
that indeed I could handle a aes i Be Assin 
suddenly, the table and 

disappeared from the room, and ] 
See strangely shaped weapons 0” © Btarict 
walls. My packmates were arguing 


him rest, one of the pack insiste hal 
injure himself! Another shot back aS a 

will he injure himself, we are in! me, Bi 

| The fight will rejuvenate him: to go 
The! inge One passed me a long" 2a 

ed end, like a spear. The Boddes 


Wood and metal, all at 0% = 
fo change shape whe! |" 

to make sure that! oe 
low can I do this, | va 
NI could hardly stand mo" 


a 


en when our two weape” mit 
7 felt a surge * ae 
in my legs. My ee 
-and my hands and 3™ ve : 
© without any effort 


. The spear disappeared, and I 
head for the door. 


followed me, concerned with 
2n distraction. Did I need to rest, 
‘asked, as the duel had surely taxed 
@. But I did not want to rest, I wanted 
g0 find Kali, and enjoy conjugal 
with her. Surely in this demonic 
I would be a fitting consort for a 
Boddess, even for one such as Her. | 


Srasped the rungs to climb. I was in a 
daze, like someone sleepwalking. 


But one of the females gently but firmly 
Srasped my arm as I was about to climb 
upwards. She spoke to me, very slowly, 
seeing that my mind was disturbed by an 
excess of rajas and tamas. Listen, she said 
ina strangely gentle voice (and we were 
not a gentle species), in this planet you 
cannot do this. Ifyou go to Kali, She will take 
you and torture you horribly, and then hang 
‘you on a meat hook in her palace, She has an 
entire room where She hands fiends like us, 
and there they cannot die, they suffer and 
suffer without hope of death or escape. We 
will not let you go there, so do not try to leave 
the lair. And she lead me ina daze, like 1 
was a sleepwalking child, back into the 
main chamber of the room. The pack 
again conferred on what next to do, and 
the dream ended. 
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hand. Failure was not an 
nd he did not wish to upset 
t Superior one iota. Given this 
d been drilled into his head 

ly and he had the scars to 


bells rang signifying recess 
filthy children like cattle 
out of the premises to partake in 
‘Various past times. His partner 
wore a fake wig, colored contact 
and cheap clothing to disguise 
She had been selected due to 
often finding, comfort in 
maternal nature of women. 

? 

time. That's the little bitch over 


Mortimer said pointing t0 2 small 
d child who was enjoying the 


Set. 
al she said taking a deep 


¢ 


"Here take (are ae a : ss 
hera rather intimidating and razor sharp 
black combat knife. 


She stepped out of the vehicle, her high 
heels clicking behind her to the 
playground. 


“Wow that's a nice stuffed bunny you 
have there what's it's name sweetie", 
Myra inquired to the little flower, 


"Thank you his name is Walter,”, 
responded the little girl in youthful 
naivety. 

"Do you wanna come see a real life 
bunny? I have one in my car I'll let you 
pet him just be gentle.”, Myra said. 


*Can | see him please miss?", the girl said 
taking the bait hook, line and sinker. 


"Certainly, just give me your hand.”, 
Myra extended her hand which the little 
girl grasped. 

Myra guided her back to the waiting car. 


Holding her hand a bit too tightly but not 
enough toalert the girlof any underlying 


malice. 


Myra opened the door and instructed her 


to get in: 

waiting for you." Myra 
hat she shoved the little 
closed the door. 


“ple's in there 
said and witht 
girl into the ear and 


Myra leaned back and slapped her across 
the face before squeezing her cherub 
cheeks tightly. 

“Yout stay quiet you little bitch or else I'm 
going to get really nasty!” flashing the 
The little girl continued to whimper 
resigned to her fate of certain doom, 


T2-SADISM 
| 


tripped the little girl and sj, 
her face. He harshly folded he. 
arms behind her back and cuffed ther, 
with a harsh white plastic strap ver, 
tightly digging deep into the skin. He 
then removed her shoes and tied her 
ankles together with a cord. 


The Cadet Superior retrieved a long 
sharp dagger from his belt and cut ber 
flowery dress off. Myra approach! 
from the vehicle having reached clima\ 


She hurriedly rushed to the litte girl an! 
Kicked her in the head. 


“Little bitch, lick my boots clean yo! 
hore, you filth, you trash! You" 
you little fucking slu' 
ed in a psychotic rage. 
ted little girl whimpered 
M such a blow and stuck ° 
Pink tongue to shine MY" 


p allo” 


‘courage Mortim et 
take your pleasure fist * sot 
is done here,", the Cadet 5° 
TY pleased with his rec" 


ie 
litt 

down and lifted th?" 

fo passionately‘ 


Superior turned to speak to 


up. You will all get your 
‘circle around your brother 


engaged in brutal gangrape 

the Cadet Superior placed 
steel grill over the fire 

sharpening his dagger. 
man had his turn the Cadet 
retrieved his horrific dagger. 
the little girl's neck placing it 
‘throat. 


“My little darling but if your 
ns hadn't been such scum 
't need to do this, You can 
them not us. We are only an 
of impersonal justice here 
‘spoke and then drew the knife 
throat. Proceeding to behead 
He raised her head up in the 


a i 
: be saving the head for later!", he 
yelled to a thunderous applause. Bel 


edifo fore 
tossing it near a tree trunk. 


He unseathed a machete and began to 
hack the limbs off. As well as butcheri 
the headless corpses into steak. tie 
some of the slivers of flesh bloody rare 
his preferred way to take his meat. 


"How do you want your steaks?", he 
asked laughing. 


Mortimer laughed. Myra laughed. They 
all laughed. 


PT 3- AFTERMATH 


The murder of the little girl shocked the 
little community thoroughly. Her family 
cried for days and days, pleading on the 
news in vain that whoever had her 
should let her go and return her. They 
would pay money, give anything just to 
see their sweet dear. 

picture showed in 
and flyers all around, 
Have Your Seen This 
police swore they 


Her sweet 
newspapers, 
"Missing Child - 
Little Girl?”, Whilst the 
would {the sick indivieluals 
nd punish them 


responsible av 


bail she hung herseis 


Mortimer went on to become involved in 
several extremist political groups befor 
engaging in a bombing campaign 
eventually receiving a life sentence for 
terrorism and murder. 

And the Cadet Superior he remains with 
us all, to haunt our psyches... 


d civilizations and still 
'y. Interestingly, this is 
ds of years before the 
even existed to put things 


sient religions you will easily 
ng adaptations of these Dark 
) descended to earth and mixed 


5, creating offspring carrying 
bloodline. Because of the 
origin, this bloodline has been 
‘not only an ancestral blood 
* Passed down through thousands 
but also a spiritual bloodline 
‘apable of being accessed much 
‘©ne would tap into a tree to 
internal nectar. On this note, 
Being the Alchemical Change 
it is a matter of emptying the 
inside the human host and 
88 into the internal nectar of that 
i€ came from which is all around 
times. The black swirling eneTBY 


vi 
‘ortex that begot even our demonic 
BIESIONS from the stars, which the 
ancient Aryan nations spoke of. 


Call it what you will; Tiamat, 
Ginnungagap, Nythra, Krsna, or the 
Abyss. The Black, like a Negative pulse is 
the blood that forged our ancestors. The 
Dark Immortals. 


The program for the creation of the new 
being is a metamorphic transformation 
of the initiates psyche, spirit and 
bloodline. The blood of the undead is of 
the most ancient origin, that being the 
supersoul of primeval darkness. The 
Vampiric Supersoul is none other than 
the vacuous abyss of precreation; 
personified as the Black One, 


While some are born to the ancient 
vampiric bloodline, others may be 
inducted via blood baptism and harsh 
alchemical change process. In order for 
the Vampire to rise from the mundane 
the human must first 


human shell, 
physical and psychological 


experience 
trauma, pain, sulfering, and imminent 


death to unblock the path of undead 

/ oI A 
rebirth, This i thin, ake f 
e . This M4 


be 
ranted, nor should it 
: st will not make it 
underestimated: Most will not make 
' axtreme fransitions merely 


through tus © 


incessant crimson “reign of mercy” wash 
‘over you like pounding waves from the 
poison ocean of God. 


The Program, or Alchemical Change 
Process, is a system with which the 
initiate forges his rites of passage into the 
black dynasty of the blood pool via 
violent internalized force and a myriad 
of  psycho-political programming 


methods, ACP rapidly releases the 
of the previous deeply rooted 


re holds no allegiance to, nor 
abides by the laws of any human Jay. 
biding organization and/or governmen: 
Traditional Vampirism rejects 2! 
systems of law which would stand 
against the law of the vampire, The Law 
of the Vampire is Lawlessness. 


Are you on The Program? 


Nature that is eon 
Maya, Much like the 


S rt 
: Various cultures and is often identified as being the All- 
oag oa Darkn beyond the duality of light and dark; 


MUMMU TIAMAT. Tiamat mixed the ‘primordial waters’ with her 
Absu and gave birth to the Elder Gods. Among these was Kingu, the 
ie the Chaos Bloodline. Kingu was the leader of the Legions of 
faging war against the Legions of Light headed by Marduk. In the 
Tiamat and Kingu are slayed by Marduk who in turn, used the blood 
spawn the human race, unbeknownst that the ancient bloodline of 
would be carried on within those who have been awakened to their 
Origin. Tiamat is the great womb; origin of all things divine and 
‘She was first before the Gods of creation and shall remain whence all 
‘has been annihilated. If this is so, creation and/or the material existence, 
tually die and flow backwards into the hungry belly of the Dragon — the 
‘of void: In this sense, Tiamat is the All-Consuming Darkness without 
therefore according, to Sumerian mythos, the SUPREME VAMPIRE. For 
‘and creation in totality shall be consume’ 


4; vampirized. 


different divine incarnations or 


Vedic mythos we generally see three 
‘which all share the same origin 
Krishna, Ajl three names translate 10 “Black” « 
is the great womb of origin fro! 
She is beyond material causal ©! 
vampirizing the core of life it 


1 root word for their names; Kali, 


“Black One”. Muc h like 


m which allemerged and shall descend 


ence and shall Wl 
self, In the Devi Mahal 


Itimately devour the 
tmyam, Kali is 


52 


by her inability to kill Raktabija that the | 

pee ae internal KILLING POTENCY. Armed with sword and 
noose, Kali begins viciously slaughtering Raktabija. Every drop of blood which 
fell, Kali devoured until she became frenzied in outright blood lust and began 
Killing and drinking the blood of everything she saw. 


“Out of the surface of Durga's forehead, fierce with frown, issued suddenly Kali of terrible 
countenance, armed with a sword and noose. Bearing the strange khatvanga decorated with 
@ garland of skulls, clad in a tiger's skin, very appalling owing to her emaciated flesh, with 
Saping mouth, fearful with her tongue lolling out, having deep reddish eyes, filling the 
regions of the sky with her roars, falling upon impetuously and slaughtering the great 
asuras in that army, she devoured those hordes of the foes of the devas.” 


Kala or Mahakala, is one of the many names of Shiva the destroyer and is the 
masculine form of the name Kali. Kala translates literally to “black” or “time”. 
‘Time is often interpreted as DEATH and vice versa, for they hold the same 
meaning, “Time” or death, consumes all things, therefore Kala is a Supreme 
Vampire; Supernal Predator of all life. Having said however, Kali will in the end 
devour Kala thus, devouring even death. 


one”, is revered by his worship?" 

a is the personification of Dat" 
both. Krsna in his first expansio® 
lat is the abyss itself called 12" 


Ananta awakens lustful long ae rd Krishna, 
Deceives mundane 2 

n a 
Ne ignorant in ignorance, illusion of 8° 


Sat the heart of Shiva, 
the % ‘ 

cosmos. When the time of devasta comes, 
» power and Knowledge to Shiva on how to destroy the 


a massive pre-cosmic Serpent with thousands of hooded cobra heads 


Ananta uncoils, creation emits. When Ananta coils up, the cosmos are 


ata when angered, releases Rudra from his brow to destroy the world. 

a is equated with primordial darkness and is the personification of the 
primordial ocean. 

a's main mission is to dissolve this material creation. 


a is King of the Nagas ( Snake King ). 


er mantra of Ananta: 


ANANTAYA NAGARAJAYA NAMAH! 


many names of Vishnu and vice versa, am is mentioned in 
ishi dv ersa, and is me 
one of the 


Fee chapter dias being a most fearful God with terrible devouring 
_ apter 1] as 


Lemmnot keep my balance 


oracious to Me y 
ST mn bewildenst 


Inall directions Ta 


lords, O refuge of the worlds, please ie s 
Your blazing deathlike faces and aofil eet: 


FALSE PROPHET - NOVEMBER 2015 


tng along with their allied kings, and Bhisma, Drona and Kayy., 
astra along @ Ig ay p an 
rushine into Your mouths, their heads smashed by Your fearful tect; 
ushing fs 
crushed between Your teeth as well. 


i full speed into Your mouths as moths dash into a blazing 


ple in Your flaming mouths and covering 


worlds, You are manifest.” 


AT THIS MOMENT IN OUR DEVELOPMENT, IT IS IMPORTANT THAT Vast 
NUMBERS OF THE HUMAN SPECIES ARE CULLED, ON A REGULAR BASIS 


- (unknown) 


BLODOTEMPEL, wonoPREss. COM 
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TH 
E PAIN NEVER STOPS 


WILLIAM HACON 


the greatest pleasure 


5, | wou 


tty, 
5 still early j 
‘arly in the 20th century, With 
Id pull the d 


Rice 
foung a of the great revolution, | pe 
Ountry, veel stationed in my home Pras in my classes growing up just 
: and ceed country with rolling make them cry, They wo! hea 
ot Benes mountains, With its "brute," and pastard.” Lwould laugt 

Y thou gen which captivated mock. Lalways wondered why fife had 
Sistoing re Since a youngster. The provided me such small 
"toon, the land always bored me; F ough, As Tigrew older I teay sjled more 
i Beery op bow unfortunate For my pursuit oF aTaigner eluent 
; ce was, I've always held a ihe vdiedain grew inemy TEI tw 

pitter 1 could rub it between my finger 


lain, §, 
or a 
humanity. I've always held 


wonder if the | y 
ones I wanted to join, I thought they were 
for these people? To my how 
very wrong I was. 


Soon they will lose their God and their 
lives. How long we lived in the shadows 
to unleash the great revolutionary spirit 
that burned in our hearts. The party 
bosses placed me in charge of breaking 
the back of the resistance to the 
dictatorship of the proletariat in my area 
of operation. We needed grain, wheat, 
and other food stuffs back home. All the 
kulaks were ordered under provisional 
law to relinquish all material needed for 
the freight train of progress. We were 
also having problems with partisans 
operating in the area. Some of my men 
have been killed in ambushes. I've 
teceived reports that the locals are 
organizing and hiding weapon cache's in 
mine's and cellars, I've been Biven every. 
resource and authority to break the 
population like a rogue horse. Lenin 
wrote that, “for the sake of Communism 
it is necessary for us to destroy 9/10ths of 
the people, we must not hesitate." The 


heads of the bourgeois will roll and 
will crack. fies 


He sat back from his memo! 
his quill back in the ink bottle, He 44 


57 


fice window, He 
lind his back, ang 
n his toes a few times 
taining again, he coulg 
rain being illuminated 
lights of the medieva) 
set up shop in. This location 
sat high in the land. The castle set 4 
ghastly shadow on all the surrounding 
villages. Rumors were spread, 
sometimes on purpose on the kinds of 
things going on inside its walls. The 
walls made for excellent sound proofing 
rarely were gun shots or screaming 
heard. He turned around and sat back 
down at his desk. 


He eyed his office briefly. Everything 
was immaculate. Hard wood shelves on 
opposite sides of his office door, lined 
with books on engineering, architecture 
and the writings of the leaders of the 
revolution, Standing lights in the corness 
that gave the appropriate low glow to his 
Office. He couldn't stand things too 
bright. His desk was perfectly arranges 
everything was organized as it shoul 
for someone in charge of the se 
Police. Anyone who came in while 
Was out and haphazardly laid some 
On his desk was taken to the cellar ® 
beaten with a riding crop, as there W 
€ndless supply from all the stables it! 
town, 


He grabbed his stack of memo's from 
Somer of his desk, He pulled the firs 
me top, licked his finger and ope" 

folder. 1 contained  intellis* eS 
MPONS collected by his Chekist age" ” 


i 


‘up and down over the 
an's oldest daughter. He 
s. He looked over to grab his 
dka and took a swig. He drew 
back squinted hard and 
his cheeks a few times. He 
his spectacles and rubbed his 


excitement of this young 
couldn't keep him awake. He 
been working meticulously for 

ow since the invasion to not 
€ his power, but to prove to 
"he had what it took to be 
‘One. He would have to proceed 
Carefully to curb the tide of 
He had the means to detain all 
ent leaders, but he felt that that 
Bive too much credence to the 
fe. He would have to work over 
©f months to make small arrests 
lant agents into every facet of the 
ty. He would have to steer 
7 delaying the inevitable revolt 
he was ready for it, Enabling the 
© to seize targets of opportunity. 
_ ould inevitably bring about @ 
of victory and lower their 


F a vicious and calculated 
attack, 


Secret police, but still 
vel 

Hae ‘e No. He rang a bell located 
subordinat eae care 
: © appeared at the doorway. 
Yes Comrade Commissar?" Please bring 
me Mr. and Mrs. Guramishvili. "Yes 
Comrade Commissar tight away.” The 
young private appeared again with the 
couple. The man in traditional garb and 
a bushy moustache frowned at the 
Commissar, and the woman came tailing 
behind the man hunched with a shaw! 
over her head refusing to make eye 

contact. The Commissar waved the 

private away with his hand, and sat the 

couple down in his office. The man 

almost immediately began to protest, he 

raised his hand to silence him. He pulled 

their file from a drawer in his desk. “I 

have here reports from eye witnesses on 

inst employees. 


your disdainful acts ag 
It says here you have collected a sizable 
amount of money for your own personal 
enrichment.” The man again tried to 
"If you speak again, I will put a 


protest, 
hot iron in your eye, do you understand 
- s and 
me?" The man crossed his arm: 
( ill no longer prospet 
vd, “The rich will no 
fave and you 


from the poor in this country 
puilty of crimes 

» been found gt 

both have 

ainst the people 

aan to ery out 


with these 


How do you plea 
th how are 
The woman bes 

to survive 
ernment has pu 
his wiles 5) 


laws your 
The man 


1 consol 


se Fupon as 
govel 


grabbed | 


houlders t 


from I ards then 


They began to fear what might happen to 
them. The private appeared at the door, 
the Commissar motioned him towards 


the man. The private nodded drew his 
pistol and pointed it at the back of the 
man's head. The woman screamed and 
cried louder. "Why are you doing this to 
us, we have done nothing!” He moved 
beside her and kneeled down. "You are 
an enemy of the people of the Soviet 
Union.” He smacked her across the face. 
The man tried to jump up from his Seat, 
but was given a quick stroke from the 
pistol behind his head. The woman cried 
even louder now. "You dogs, you 
cowards, the people of this country will 
not let you get away with this!" He 
slapped her again, splitting her lip. She 
Spat blood on herself. "Do you confess to 
these crimes?” He raised his hand again. 
"We do we do, please stop this madness!" 
He stood up walked over to his desk and 
made them sign confessions. He looked 
to the private “they have been found 
Builty of crimes against the people. 
aed taken to the cellar, ee ia 
immediately.” “Yes 4 
Commissar!" The couple began to wail 
and pray, The woman 


away their 


a few adjustments he exited his quarters 
He proceeded down towards the cellars, 
before grabbing breakfast. Any person 
he passed along the corridors quickly 
stepped to the side of the corridor and 
saluted. He made quick responses only 
to keep moving. He reached the final 
corridor with the stairwell that led to the 
cellars. The guards in the cellar quickly 
tose to attention, they could always tell 
when the commissar was approaching, 
As he made it to the final step he was 
Breeted with a salute and a loud and 
synchronized, "good morning Comrade 
Commissar!” He responded with 2 
salute, "good morning comrades.” He 
Proceeded deeper into the cellar, which 
had been converted into a small prison 
What was once a wine cellar was now the 
mstrument of terror for the Cheka. Cells 
had been built along the entire length °! 

€astle, some so full several gust 
had to push on the cell doors to «le 
them. The Prisoners moaned in ay 
their bodies Were smashed together 
Putrid smell of human waste and od? 
Would creep out of the cells, 


He clicked dow. 
between the celts 
Made his w, 


to get 


nN the main corride 
in his over boots: ! 
ay to the commander on dt"? 
4 full report on the nish” 


early the next Morning, He 
1 his things prepared for the 
day. He put on his uniform, 
‘stepped in front of the mirro; 
making sure his tunic was straight. With 


4 
| 
q 
5 
& 


last night we 
: In addition we 

confessions of an 
soners mostly under 
: hae inmates for 

\ tell the villagers 
‘this place, and will nae 
r us again. In addition we 
e horror stories will give 
sans second thoughts.” "You 

mind commander.” "Thank 
» Commissar!" He was 
himself. "Let us inspect the 

commander.” Right away 
Commissar.” The commander 
‘two guards and snapped his 
y readied they're rifles with 


their way down the corridor 
each cell through a small 
level. The Commissar would 
the cells. Most inmates were 
# in their undergarments. They 
ete close to freezing to death. 
‘comfort came from hay that had 
m into the cells from the 
©n the castle property, and a 
fo shit in, Guards would 
throw in a tray of gruel at 
to throw off the perception of 

Commissar peered into the 
an inmate came running # the 
for mercy. "Please release 


accompanying, them. She was thrown 
back into the cell to rot. "Let this be a 
lesson to you.” They proceeded onward. 


They approached the last cell. "Comrade 
Commissar, this is inmate 558371. He is 
under suspicion of partisan activity, but 
refusing to sign a confession or reveal 
any valuable information.” He was 
hanging from the wrists from a rope and 
pulley his knees on the ground and his 
head slumped over. “Does he have a wife 
or child commander?" "Yes Comrade 
sar a wile and daughter.” "Bring 
the daughter to me at once commander, 
get your confession.” “Yes 
Commissar it will be done 
" “PT also want executions 


Commi: 


you'll 
Comrade 


immediately.” 
doubled, we areon the verge of receiving 


many new visitors commander.” The 
commander grinned and salted o 
course Comrade Commrssel Ne 
Commissar nodded to the commander 


and exited the cellar te 


morning chow” 


grab some 


pers were 


hat morn » when the priser 
at morning : 
released they were aken by truck 8 th 
eleas 


organization — faceless, 


the organization the better. It's name 
“cheka,” should invoke terror in hushed 
tones. The prisoners had been huddled to 
the front of the back of the truck with two 
soldiers at the tail gate. Upon stopping 
they jumped out, opened the tail gate 
and ordered the prisoners out. As the 
Prisoners would get close to the back 
they were grabbed by the shoulder and 
toss off the back of the truck. Hitting the 
dirt with tremendous force. Some of the 
family members of the prisoners had 
seen what was taking place through their 
windows. A couple of the men grabbed 
their pitchforks and axes, one had a 
double barrel hunting shotgun. They 
came out the door towards the soldiers, 
The man with the shotgun was able to 
shoot and kill one of the soldiers before 
being cut down by a maxim machine gun 
‘on the escort, vehicle, The soldiers then 
shot and bayoneted both the prisoners 
and the men who had tried to save them. 
It was a death sentence for the village, 
‘The soldiers grabbed their dead soldier 
and sped off leaving the scene for the 
village to clean up. It wasa stark warning 
of what was about to descend on the 
village that night. 


daughter of inmate 553371 has oe 


compromise. The less people knew about 
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desk extremely anxious, 
y trembling. He grinned, 
just the way I like them.” He stood up 
and you could see the young girl try to 
jump out of her skin. She was dresseq 
like a peasant. Her dark features 
indicative of the geography. He moved 
in behind her and placed his hands on 
her shoulders. She began to sob quietly. 
He grinned again, he got such delight out 
of the fear. He bent down to smell her 
hair. She smelled of farm animals and the 
land. She held her body as tight as 
Possible, she tried so hard to stop 
trembling. He moved around her body 
pulling his hand along her body as he 
moved in front of her. He cupped one of 
her small breasts. She jumped and 
Shrieked, covering her mouth, He 
Pressed in close removing her hand from 
her mouth and placed a finger under her 
chin to raise her head up. “Look at me. 
He said softly. The girl kept her eyes 
closed to avoid eye contact. "Look at me 
damnit.” He raised his voice. Th 
Tesisted, there were now tears streaming 
from her closed eyelids. He drove his 
hand into her undergarments, her eye> 
opened immediately finding herself 
Bazing into his malevolent eyes. H° 
smiled devilishly. Her slapped her face. 
landed on the floor and continues 
Sobbing, He pulled her off the grout 
and smacked her again, bracing her Wi" 
His other hand so she couldn't fall do"" 
ee He stepped back and ordered 
remove her dress, She looked at him” 


girl still 


1 of her. He pupils 
; her bra straps. She 
with her arms before the 
forced her arms open and 
the floor. He grabbed her 
then with his index finger 
ib grabbed her nipple and 
it. She screamed. He then 
breast as hard as he could 
hand whilst pinching her 
fell to the floor in pain. Her 
g bright red. He laughed. 


her on her stomach. He 
ther face into the floor. Her nose 
bleed. He grabbed her arm with 
and pulled down her panties 
her. He pulled his pants down 
to expose himself. She began 
m, he smashed her face into the 
in. Her face bounced off the 
the repercussion. He forced 
tints her rectum. Tearing her 
and causing her to bleed 
ly. She continued to cry a 
med down her face. He 
Stood up. He stood over her 
ted on her, There was little 
= her at this point. He had 

F very being. He pulled his 
he had blood on his trousers 
from her anus. She laid on the 
He moved to his desk to 


ing the bell. 
and opened it. 


away. 


A Teport made its way to his desk on the 
happenings of the events in the village 
that morning. He put out orders to the 
BEprapnate adjutants, to round up the 
entire village that night. He would 
simply disappear all of them, instead of 
leaving a massacre. A shooting here and 
there sends a message, a genocide would 
only bolster the resistance. He made 
himself ready to personally inspect the 
night operation. 


‘At midnight a motorcade left the castle 
and descended on the village like a 
varacolaci. The vehicles snaked their 
way through the countryside. The 
villagers were awoken by headlights and 
truck engines: They peered out their 
windows and could see Red Army 
oldiers and Cheka moving about the 
village and knocking on doors, Families 
huddled together i fear. If the knocking 
answered the door was broken 
{ swittly through the 
p the 


was not 
n, Men moved 
with rifles rounding, 
by one, house by 
to the counteyside 
but were 


dowr 
house 
families ONE 
Some tried to ran 
under cov of darkness, Beet 
quickly «is atched by ei one 
bodies Wer® collected and thre 


house. 


the trucks 
by one. They packed the trucks 
maximum efficiency. Once the trucks 
had been loaded, the Commissar met 
with the Red Army commander and 
ordered his detachment back to their 
barracks. The secret police would handle 
the affair from this point on. The 
commander took his men and drove 
back to their post. 


The secret police then drove to a pre 
determined location out in the 
countryside, where a mass grave had 
been dug. The trucks pulled up to the dig 
site and rolled to a stop. Several vehicles 
of Cheka agents had made their Way to 
the site before the motorcade arrived, 
and had been eagerly awaiting the 
arrival of the Commissar. One truck was 
emptied at a time, The Cheka rushed the 
villagers to the edge of the mass grave, 
and forced them on their knees at 
bayonet point. The noise was deafening, 
the villagers were crying, screaming, and 
begging God for mercy. A group of 
‘Cheka moved in behind the villagers and 
raised their rifles to the back of their 
heads. The night was lit up with muzzle 
flashes. Most of the villagers were 
thrown into the pit from the Power of the 
heavy rifle cartridges. 


a i quickh 
covering the bodies before the string nf 


Off the next trick, 


one 
with 
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he executions, 
ly making sure everyone was 
exterminated. He made his way back jo 
his vehicle and motioned for the driver to 
return to the headquarters. The grave site 
was filled with soil and the vehicles 
drove off. There was no evidence of what 
occurred that night, to the local 
populace. A whole village had simply 
disappeared. The village was eventually 
demolished. 


The Commissar eagerly awaited his 
return to the castle to get a second 
helping of his newest play thing, before 
retiring for the night. He unlocked the 
door to his office to find her sitting in the 
corner bruised from her earlier time with 
him. He sat down in his chair and looked 
at her. He patted his lap and smiled. She 
Bot up and moved towards him the 
in her eyes increased with every step she 
took. As soon as she got close enough he 
Stabbed her-arm and forced her over his 
lap. She began to cry. He pulled down 
her undergarments and began to slap her 
ind. She was Screaming from {he 
Pain, her wounds from earlier were stil! 
sh’ and made it that much m0” 
unbearable, With every smack 
Visualized the Villagers being shot. He 
became more and more aroused. Every 
audible crack Of flesh making cons“ 
with flesh he could hear the crack of the 
rifles, The Villagers chests exploding: 
their skulls shattering from the 1488" 


7.62X54 rounds. Their twitching bodies i" 


away in one of the living quarters. It 
would go on like this for days. 


The next day he received a report from 
one of his informants, that the resistance 
in the land was gaining fervor. His 
informant had attended a local miners 
union meeting, where several high 
ranking officers of the countries exiled 
military were pretending to be miners. 
There were long talks on how to proceed 
with taking the country back from the 
Bolsheviks. Contacts had been arranged 
in neighboring counties for supplies and 
arms, A reserve force was actually 
stationed in one of the neighboring 
countries under protection from the 
counties government. The country had 
Promised as much covert support as 
Possible, but remained as clandestine as 
Possible in fear of being invaded by the 
Soviets themselves. They were in no 
Position to poke the bear. 


With that knowledge in mind, the exiled 
Miilitary knew they were mostly on their 
wn. The morale and spirit of the people 


revenge for the treatment of their 
families couldn't be persuaded 
otherwise. They knew if something 
wasn't done their whole culture would 
be wiped from the earth. Their churches 
demolished and the clergy executed, 
Anyone in a former position of power if 
not already rounded up could expect a 
Knock at the door. Thousands were 
disappearing every day. Convicted 

felons were treated better than the 

countries intelligentsia. There was no 

turning back now they could either resist 

the invaders or live a life of exile in 

neighboring countries only to wonder if 

they would be run out of that country too 

from invasion, 3 


Particularly enigmatic was __ the 
commander of the Army, General 
Kazbegi. He had been successful thus far 
in establishing a successful resistance. 
Many of his men were held up in the 
mountains in fortified positions, Waiting 
for the signal to descend onto the land 
like ants from an ant hill. Most of the 
military's munitions had been 
confiscated by the jets and were now 
included in their arsenal. Most of the 
arms used by the resistance were from 
neighboring countries, They were being 
stashed deep in the nines, buried in the 
farmlands, or stored in cellars. 


Many locals were taken actoss the border 


to receive training, as weapons and 


lines. They had to destroy a lot of their 
own infrastructure to limit the response 
by the Soviets when the attack began. 


Many of the countries government 
officials had managed to go 
underground or make their way to 
European countries. Out of reach from 
the Soviets. A new capital was being 
established, once that area had been 
cleared of Soviet troops the exiled 
government would return to power and 
rally the rest of the country to push back 
the invaders. The former leader of the 
country had been executed an a former 
Mayor of a large district was made the 
new leader of the government in exile. 


General Kazbegi stood up amongst the 
miners. "Our strategy is this, first we 
attack the Red Army camps at night. 
Dispatching all sentries and setting fire 
to the barracks, we will then raid 
‘Munitions depots and food dispensaries, 
We will cut communication lines, blow 
up the railways, and block the roadways, 
This will leave them in the dark and 
unable to counter attack. We will then 
proceed onto raiding the local jails, 
freeing our imprisoned countrymen and 
adding numbers to the resistance, We 
will then proceed onto the cities from 
there where Soviet resistance will be at 
its greatest.” One of his Lieutenants stood 


“impossible,” 

t on, "the attack js 
two yeeks from now, any 
that and there won't be a 
country to save.” The room was silent, 
everyone knew what was expected of 
them. 


The Commissar examined the report, all 
was going according to plan he thought. 
The informant was notified his family 
would be released once the resistance 
was squelched. As there was a higher 
motive greater than greed, and that was 
fear. It would be too easy for an 
informant to take the money and run so 
to speak, but when an informant had 
Something to lose the intelligence was 
much more reliable. There were many 
such informants inserted everywhere. 
Families reported on each other, 
employees informed on bosses, pupils on 
students, churchgoers on clergy. No one 
was safe, fear worked, 


He had spies even within the 
organization itself. He wanted dirt on 
everyone. It was the only way to rise te 
the top. At the opportune moment he 
could reveal collected reports on part) 
bosses and have them summarily 
convicted and executed, There was 
trast or loyalty in-such a system. 


After days of constant sexual assaults 
from the Commissar, the youNs 
daughter of Prisoner 558371 w* 
€scorted to see her father in the cellar 


——[=— 


ee cell where he was followed by 
small entourage. Upon opening the 
ee Commissar walked the girl into 
. Upon seeing her father hangi 
shackled to the ceiling. She burst ie 
tears. Her knees buckled and she almost 
fell to the ground before the Commissar 
gtabbed her shoulders and kept her 
upright. The father looked up to examine 
his daughter. His eyes deeply sunken, his 
skin like a ghost. His flesh was bruised 
and bloody. His pupils expanded as he 
looked at his daughter, he was only able 
to mumble and grunt. He had been 
thoroughly sapped of his strength from 
malnutrition and constant beatings. The 
Commissar rubbed a finger under the 
girls chin. "I've been enjoying your 
daughter very much.” The man began 
writhing around as much as possible in 
his shackles. "It will all end, when you 
admit to your crimes." The man kept 
Writhing and mumbling, "All you must 
do is sign a confession, and your 
daughter will be freed." The man 
stopped moving and nodded his head as 
Much as he could. The Commissar 
Snapped his fingers to the commander 
who had been waiting on standby. Two 
“Buards came rushing in and unshackled 
the man, They grabbed him under the 
rms and dragged him out of the cell, He 


The Commissar motioned to an adjacent 
guard. "Take her back to my office." 
"Right away Comrade Commissar!” He 
made his way to the cell the guards had 
taken the prisoner. The prisoner was 
forced into a chair facing a desk and his 
confessions placed on the table. A guard 
stood in the corner of the room on each 
side of him. The Commissar entered and 
closed the door behind him. He took a 
seat across from the prisoner. The 
prisoner sat slouched in his chair, hardly 
able to hold his own weight. The 
Commissar produced a pen and placed it 
on the papers, and stared motionless at 
the prisoner. "You have been found 
guilty of seditious activity, and intent to 
disrupt the Soviet government.” The 
prisoner put his hands on the table, but 
didn't make a move for the pen. The 
Commissar produced a blackjack from 
his pocket and in one precise moment 
cracked the closest hand of the prisoner. 
He howled in pain and clenched his hand 
to his chest. The Commissar stood up 
from his chair and grabbed the hair of the 
prisoner and pulled him in close, “Sign 
the papers or I'll have your daughter 
raped before your eyes." He grabbed the 
man’s broken hand and clenched it in his 
powerful grip, an audible crack could be 
heard, He put the pen in his hand and 
forced his arm to produce a signature on 


the appropriate lines. He then slammed 


They grabbed him and picked him off his 
feet. "One more thing, I'll be taking your 
daughter's hand in marriage." The man 
Was removed from the cell where he was 
promptly pushed up against a wall and 
shot behind the ear. 


Elsewhere in the country the resistance 
was making its final preparations for its 
assault on Soviet installations. Little did 
the resistance know that the Commissar 
had created a false border several 
kilometers from the border of the 
country the resistance thought it was 
having dealings with. All of the contacts 
the resistance made across it's countries 
borders were in actuality Cheka agents. 
All the firing pins had been removed 
from weapons acquired from the agents. 
The uprising was doomed before it even 
star’ ted. 


As planned two weeks after the meeting 
the union hall the uprising began at 
midnight. The Commissar had 
‘deliberately not informed the Red Army 
of the planned attack and left the Army's 
installations relatively undefended and 
unprepared. The partisans swept 
through Soviet barracks and shot most of 
the shoulders while they slept. Even with 
the sabotaged weapons the partisans 
were able to push on, They demolished 
some of the rail lines, knocked trees 
down onto roads, and — cut 
communication lines, The Red Army was 
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The Red Army was incapable at this 
point of making a counter offensive, 
most had abandoned their weapons and 
supplies and upon making their way to 
Soviet positions that hadn't been 
attacked were executed by Chekists for 
desertion and cowardice in the face of the 
enemy. Several jails had been "liberated," 
and prisoners suffering the most from 

malnutrition were taken elsewhere for 

care. All prisoners capable of fighting 

were given arms and joined the uprising. 

The Commissar had placed agents in the 

jails to report on the whereabouts of 

partisan strongholds, and the location of 

high value targets. 


The exiled government was preparing to 
assume control of the country as soon as 
the partisans reached the new capital and 
liberated it. With provisions dwindling, 
due to Chekist subversion the uprising 
was losing steam, They were forced to 
hold positions instead of advancing, and 
General Kazbegi knew that if they wer 
forced to be on the defensive it would all 
be over, He decided to Split his forces 
and sap strength from some of his 
Positions in a mad dash to liberate the 
new capital, The Commissar was 
informed of this by his agents and 
pened communication with the Red 
Army. He relayed some of the pertinent 
details to the Army commanders and 
Red Army forces made their way to the 


Kazgebi. His Lieutenants were left to 
command the remaining forces that had 
been thinned out for the final assault and 
low on provisions, and had the full force 
of the occupying Army rolling towards 
their positions. 


The Commissar's agents had sent in 
reports on every enemy stronghold and 
it wasn't long before the Red Army 
overran every enemy bastion, Most of 
the partisans were already wounded and 
low on ammunition. Resistance became 
futile and the uprising had failed. All 
Prisoners were huddled into groups and 
surrounded by tanks, machine guns, and 
soldiers with bayonets. The partisans 
knew their fate, and sat in gloom. 


All had gone completely to plan. The 
Commissar had thinned the Red Army of 
fewards, captured all persons of interest, 
‘onsiderably thinned the _native 
Population, and now appeared as a hero 
to the Soviet people. He was phoned 


| Before heading to Moscow, the 


Commissar made good on his promise 
and married the young girl. She had been 
completely conquered, and he relished 
this greatly. Since religion had been 
burned out, only "weddings of the 
people” existed. The churches had been 
demolished and the priests and rabbi's 
rounded up. He kicked it off in true 
Soviet character and had the ceremony at 
a local factory. The inside was strewn 
with red banners bearing Bolshevik 
propaganda, and a large portrait of Stalin 
over the improvised banquet area. The 
workers were forced to attend, and a 
brief ceremony was held. Uniting the 
Commissar and his "bride" in the name 
of the great Soviet Union. When the 
ceremony was finished the workers all 
responded with a “hurrah, hurrah, 
hurrah!” Everyone was sent back to work 
and the ceremony promptly dismantled. 


The Commissar made his way by plane 
to Moscow the next day, after a long 
night of "honeymooning.” He and his 
closest bodyguards made the flight, 
leaving her behind under supervision of 
some of his agents. Upon arriving in 
Moscow a secret police envoy was 
waiting for his arrival. He was promptly 
taken to a hotel via limo. The hotel was a 
typical go to spot for visiting officials, as 
Stalin refused dealing with anymore 
company than his own immediate family 


“guests” 
‘His guards were even ted 
a go with them. Needless to say the 
hookers left with bruises and threatened 
into silence about their affairs with the 
Commissar, 


The next day he was taken to the Kremlin 
for his private award ceremony with the 
Boss, The banquet hall was decorated 
with the finest furnishings. Portraits of 
Lenin and Stalin accented the hallways. 
Servants and party members were 
mingling while alcohol and horderves 
were served. The Commissar was 
beckoned to Stalin's office for a private 
meeting. This would be the Commissar's 
first time meeting the Boss face to face. 
He entered the room and was motioned 
to sit down. Stalin sat behind his desk, 
pipe in hand. They both stared at each 
other. Stalin hated anyone who would 
not hold eye contact with him, it was a 
sure sign to him the person was plotting 
against him. Stalin packed his pipe with 
"tobacco. "Excellent job dealing with those 
scoundrels." The Commissar didn't 
in pt with a thank you, it was 
another of the bosses dislikes, he would 
Jeave room for response when he wanted 
it. Stalin ignited a match and lit the 
tobacco in his pipe. The tobacco turned 
red hot as he puffed a few times to get the 
tobacco burning, "I have a memo | will be 
sending you of numbers. Numbers of 
arrests, numbers of confessions, numbers 
of deportations, and numbers of 
executions. You've proven yourself 


making his way to Tbilisi shortly. | 
suspect him of conspiring to assassinate 
me. I want you to see to it that he is 
removed from his post.” Stalin left room 
for comment now. "He will be rooted out 
with a hot iron.” "Good!" Stalin replied. 
"May I suggest a way to utilize those 
working in labor camps?" Stalin's interest 
was perked. The Commissar explained 
the beginnings of the organization that 
was later to be called Administration of 
Corrective Labor Camps and Labor 
Settlements or more commonly known 

as "GULAG." Stalin thoroughly liked the 

idea and escorted the Commissar out 

into the banquet hall where the festivities 

began. 


The politburo took notice of the 
Commissar standing beside the man of 
Steel, They didn’t know what to think of 
the Commissar, as Yezhov had brought 
Unprecedented terror to all members of 
the Soviet Union, They feared a new 
tound of purges, as most of the Soviet 
leadership had been executed or sent to 
labor camps, They all raised a nervous 
toast to the man who would be known t© 
the west as Stalin's Himmler. He would 
Feturn to Georgia under orders to put ful! 


Meaning into "Red Terror,” with great 
relish! 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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